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THE 

CRUISE OF THE “FLYING-FISH” 

THE AIRSHIP-SUBMARINE 


CHAPTER I 

INTRODUCES THE " FLYING-FISH ” TO THE READER 

" Good morning, Professor/* remarked Sir Reginald 
Elphinstone as, staggering into the pilot-house of the 
Flying-Fish , airship-submarine, he beheld the short, 
sturdy figure of Professor Heinrich von Schalckenberg 
clinging desperately to the handrail while the worthy 
man peered ahead through one of the scuttles— 
“ Heavens! what a gale! This is far and away the 
worst experience of the kind that we have ever met 
with in the old ship, eh ? " 

" That is true, my friend/' replied the professor, 
" I cannot remember anything like it. You call it a 
gale , I call it a hurricane 1 Never before has the 
Flying-Fish been so buffeted since first she took to the 
air. How does her ladyship like it ? 

u Not at all/' answered Sir Reginald, " Nor do 
I, for the matter of that. It is positively dangerous 
to attempt to move about. Can't we go up higher 
and get out of it ? " 
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The professor shook his head. " No,” he replied. 
" I came up here half an hour ago, to investigate, and 
I thought, with you, that by going up another ten or 
fifteen thousand feet we might find less boisterous 
weather, so I raised the ship to an altitude of twenty- 
five thousand feet; but it was quite as bad up there.” 

" Then what about descending ?" asked Sir 
Reginald. 

" I have tried that, too,” answered the professor; 
" but it is no better down below than it is up above, 
or here where we are now. The only place where we 
may hope for a moderate measure of peace and comfort 
is on the surface of the sea, or, better still, below it.” 

11 Then ”—as a terrific lurch of the airship sent both 
speakers staggering—” for goodness 1 sake let us get 
below without further delay,” exclaimed the baronet. 

By way of reply the professor hauled himself here 
and there about the wildly-dancing floor of the pilot¬ 
house, opening certain valves, and the great airship- 
submarine slowly descended until, light as a feather, 
she reached the surface of the Atlantic—the surges of 
which were at that moment running " mountains 
high ”—and went whirling away to leeward like a 
child's toy balloon. But not for long. The sea-valves 
were wide open, admitting water to her ballast- 
chambers, while the air-pumps were working at top 
speed, compressing air into her air-chambers, with the 
result that the great ship, bulky as an Atlantic liner, 
settled, minute by minute, lower in the water, until 
she floated in " surface ” trim, rising and falling pon¬ 
derously to the run of the seas, but, thanks to her 
cylindrical shape, scarcely rolling at all. The contrast 
between the mad antics of the ship in the " bumpy ” 
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atmosphere up aloft and the slow, stately heaving of her 
now was wonderful, and as agreeable as it was wonder¬ 
ful. Sir Reginald Elphinstone sighed with relief as 
he exclaimed: 

" Ah I this is better. And it will be better still when 
we are another fifty fathoms down. My wife doesn't 
like being below the surface, but I think she will not 
object for an hour or so, while we get breakfast. After 
that, if she prefers it, we can come to the surface and 
jog along quietly at about twenty-five knots, eh. 
Professor ? ” 

41 1 think no one will object to such a plan,” agreed 
von Schalckenberg. “I am sure Mrs. Mildmay will 
not, nor do I think that your daughter will,” 

At this point of the conversation the professor 
closed the air-valves and stopped the air-pumps, for 
the great ship was still settling steadily in the water 
and Sir Reginald returned to his cabin to dress—fo 
he was still in his pyjamas, having come straight from 
his bed to the pilot-house to find an explanation for 
the amazing rollings and pitchings of the ship in the 
turmoil of the upper air. He had scarcely disappeared 
when an unusually heavy sea broke over the Flying- 
Fish* s flush deck, flooding it waist-deep from end to 
end ; it was followed by a second, a third, a fourth, 
and a fifth, whereupon the professor, who had been 
keenly watching the progress of events from one of 
the pilot-house scuttles, laid his hand upon the wheel 
controlling the sea-valves, for he saw that the great ship 
was on the point of sinking. Every wave that now 
met the Flying-Fish swept her deck fore and aft in 
ever-increasing volume; but it did no damage, for the 
deck was clear of obstruction of every kind, save the 
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pilot-house, which sprang from the very middle of it, 
and that was too firmly secured to the main structure 
to be disturbed by any shock of breaking seas. Finally 
there came a moment when the deck, and even the 
guardrail which ran round it in place of bulwarks, 
failed to reappear after being flooded by the breaking 
seas, whereupon the professor closed the sea-valves 
and turned to the depth-gauge, for he knew that the 
airship was on the point of becoming a submarine, 
and he was curious to see how deep she would descend 
before all motion ceased. There was a final crash of 
a sea as it went foaming and roaring over the top of 
the pilot-house, and the light suddenly assumed a 
bluish tint, rapidly changing to green, which steadily 
became more sombre until it was too dark to dis¬ 
tinguish the figures on the depth-gauge, when the 
solitary watcher of the pilot-house switched on an 
electric lamp. Six fathoms below the surface, stated 
the indicator, and still the Flying-Fish rose and fell 
to the run of the seas, though the movement was now 
quite gentle. Nine fathoms ; the motion of the ship 
scarcely perceptible. Twelve fathoms—the professor 
drew his watch from his pocket and held it suspended 
pendulum-wise by the chain. A very slow and gentle 
oscillation was thus revealed. Von Schalckenberg 
returned the watch to his pocket, directed his gaze 
again toward the indicator, and watched it slowly travel 
forward until it touched the scale at twenty-five 
fathoms, when he murmured, “ Quite deep enough ! ” 
and delicately manipulated certain other valves until 
he brought the great ship to a state of perfect rest at 
a depth of twenty-five fathoms below the surface which 
raged so furiously overhead. Next he restarted the 
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engines—which had been stopped on the descent of the 
ship from the clouds to the sea—brought the craft to her 
course, threw the self-steering apparatus into gear, 
and sauntered down to the drawing-room, where he 
opened the piano and amused himself by playing a few 
of his favourite compositions, until he was joined by 
other members of the party, when an animated conver¬ 
sation ensued respecting the gale which had sprung 
up so suddenly during the night. The conversation 
was in full swing when the gong sounded, summoning 
the party to breakfast, and those in the drawing-room 
filed into the dining-room, to meet others just coming 
from their cabins. 

Let me introduce these people to you as, all uncon¬ 
scious of our presence, they seat themselves at the 
breakfast-tabic. 

The tall and exceedingly handsome woman who is 
presiding at the head of the table is Lady Olivia 
Elphinstone, the wife of Sir Reginald Elphinstone, 
Baronet, and owner of that remarkable airship-sub¬ 
marine, the Flying-Fish t which we have just taken the 
liberty of surreptitiously boarding. 

The lovely girl seated beside her and rendering 
assistance is her daughter, Ida, now nearing her 
eighteenth birthday. 

The remaining lady, scarcely less handsome than 
Lady Elphinstone, though in a different way, is Mrs. 
Mildmay, the wife of the good-looking, sailor-like man, 
Captain Mildmay, R.N., between whom and Sir 
Reginald Elphinstone she is seated. 

Sir Reginald is, as you see, a tall, fair, and remarkably 
handsome man in the very prime of life. He looks 
like a Viking dressed in Bond Street clothes; he is 
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enormously rich, and he owns, in addition to the 
Flying-Fish , an extensive estate called Chudleigh 
Park, in Devonshire, in the midst of which stands 
Chudleigh Hall, his home. 

The man—with " soldier ” written legibly all over 
him—who sits on Ida Elphinstone’s right hand is 
Colonel Lethbridge, late of the Royal Engineers, a 
bachelor, and an adventurer in the highest sense of 
the term, for he has been practically all over the world, 
hunting, prospecting, exploring, surveying, and gener¬ 
ally helping to do those things which have raised 
Britain to the proud pre-eminence among the nations 
which she now enjoys. 

Of Captain Mildmay there is no need to say anything 
except that he is a naval man, on half-pay very much 
against his will, but looking forward hopefully to a 
certain u Day ” which, rumour has it, is being enthu¬ 
siastically toasted in the wardrooms and gunrooms of a 
navy other than our own. 

Lastly there is the short, rotund, white-haired, 
round-faced individual, with blue eyes beaming 
benignantly through a pair of enormous gold-framed 
spectacles, whom we have already seen in the ship’s 
pilot-house and heard addressed as “ Professor ” by 
Sir Reginald. Who is he ? 

He is typically German in appearance ; he was born 
in Germany of German parentage ; he was for several 
years Professor of Chemistry and General Science in 
the University of Heidelberg; and his name is Heinrich 
von Schalckenberg. u It would be exceedingly difficult 
for anyone to be more typically German than Professor 
Heinrich von Schalckenberg/’ you will naturally say— 
for the above-mentioned reasons. Yet you would be 
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absolutely wrong if you thus estimated the man, for 
von Schalckenberg is by nature essentially a cosmo¬ 
politan, a citizen of the entire world, while by predilec¬ 
tion he is as British as any of his present companions— 
" as British as they make 'em/' to quote Captain 
Mildmay’s terse summing-up of the professor's char¬ 
acter. He became a naturalised Englishman upon 
quitting his Chair at Heidelberg, because of his whole¬ 
hearted admiration of the British people and British 
institutions; and from that moment he has regarded 
himself, and conducted himself, as an Englishman; 
otherwise he would never have been accepted as a 
compatriot and admitted to terms of intimate friendship 
by the people in whose company we now find him, and 
who are British patriots above and before all else. 
But von Schalckenberg is much more than what he 
has always been stated to be ; he is so perfect a linguist 
that he not only speaks a dozen or more languages 
fluently, but there is scarcely a native Asian or African 
dialect in which he cannot make himself understood; 
while in the domain of science it is scarcely an exag¬ 
geration to declare him supreme. He is undoubtedly 
one of the most clever men in the world, a perfect 
scientific genius ; in support of which' assertion it may 
be stated that not only did he design the marvellous 
Flying-Fish , but he is also the inventor of the wonderful 
metal of which she is constructed—■“ the lightest solid 
known ”—to quote his own description of it—yet 
incomparably stronger than the toughest steel; and 
he is likewise the discoverer of the tremendously 
powerful gas which not only drives the vessel, but 
also furnishes all the heat and light required aboard 
her. 
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It was a cheerful and happy company, that little 
party of seven, whose acquaintance we have just made, 
as they sat at breakfast in the beautiful dining-saloon 
of the Flying-Fish on that morning of the 15th of 
April 1914 ; for they were all enjoying perfect health, 
they were in the enviable position of having not a care 
in the world, they were wealthy enough to enable 
them to gratify their every whim, and they were 
returning to home and civilisation after a year's 
wandering among the unknown places of the earth, 
during which they had experienced a multitude of 
delightful and most exciting adventures. But adven¬ 
ture, even of the most exciting kind, palls after a 
time, and Lady Elphinstone was expressing not only 
her own feeling, but also that of the rest of the party, 
when she remarked, with a sigh of satisfaction : 

" Well, I shall be glad to find myself at home once 
more. I am beginning to feel tired. Our year of 
travel has been most delightful and enjoyable; but 
excitement and adventure, if prolonged beyond a 
certain time, become very trying to one’s nerves, and 
now, at the end of it all, I want nothing so much as a 
period of perfect rest. Even you men have had, I 
should think, adventure enough to last you for the 
remainder of your lives, and will be glad to do nothing 
but laze and smoke and read the papers and magazines 
all day. How do you propose to employ your time. 
Professor ? ” 

" Doubtless I shall, as you suggest, laze and smoke 
and read the magazines and papers—between-whiles, 
but certainly not all day,” answered the professor. 
" I have a very busy time before me in the immediate 
future, for there are all my skins to cure and set up; 
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and unless I am greatly mistaken, I shall find it neces¬ 
sary to enlarge my museum at Barbizon to accom¬ 
modate them. After I have done that, I shall write 
my book on 1 Some New Discoveries in Natural 
History '; and when that is finished—Ach ! who 
knows-? ” 

” Well/' said Sir Reginald, turning to his wife, ” I 
must confess to being in sympathy with you to a con¬ 
siderable extent, my dear. A quiet, restful time at 
the Hall, with nothing more exciting to do than to 
potter about the gardens all day and read, appeals to 
me as a particularly blissful state of existence just 
now, especially as the time of year is close at hand when 
those gardens will be at their best. I wonder what 
news Forester will have to give us: nothing more 
exciting, I suspect, than the usual dreary round of 
politics. That is the worst feature of civilisation: 
there is never anything more exciting than politics to 
claim one's attention.” 

f< Diversified, occasionally, by such episodes as war, 
revolution, fights between Capital and Labour, and 
so on,” remarked Lethbridge caustically. 

“ Precisely,” agreed Sir Reginald. “ But are not all 
these politics in one form or another ? ” 

” Politics ! ” exclaimed Lady Elphinstone, on a note 
of exasperation, " for goodness' sake do not let us 
begin to talk of them already ; we shall hear enough 
about them when we get home. At what time are 
we due to arrive, Reginald ? ” 

<c Ah ! that is well thought of,” returned Sir Regi¬ 
nald. " Where are we now, skipper ? ” 

” We are—let me consider for a moment,” answered 
Mildmay, who was the navigator of the party. He 
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drew a notebook from his pocket, referred to some 
memoranda in it, made a few calculations, and finally 
answered: 

“ I have taken no sights as yet this morning— 
haven't been on deck, in fact; but, calculating from 
our position when I took yesterday afternoon's sights, 
we should be about two hundred and fifty miles west 
of the Land's End." 

"Two hundred and fifty miles," repeated Sir 
Reginald. " That is a little over two hours' run at 
full speed, under normal weather conditions ; say two 
hours and a half to the Hall. The weather, however, 
is not normal—very far from it, indeed. Now, how 
long will it take us to reach home under the existing 
conditions ? We are at the present moment running 
at nearly, if not quite, full speed, I should say, judging 
by the feel of the ship. Is that not so, Professor ? 99 

The professor nodded and replied, " Yes, we are 
running at full speed—one hundred and twenty knots.” 

" Then if we remain beneath the surface for two 
hours longer, running at the same speed, we shall be 
about ten miles from the Land's End by ”—he glanced 
at the clock—" say eleven o’clock—eh, Mildmay ? " 

" Yes,” answered Mildmay dryly—" unless we should 
happen to run up against one of the Scillys.” 

There was a general laugh, at Sir Reginald's expense, 
at this remark of Mildmay's, while Lady Elphinstone 
exclaimed: 

• ■ " Oh ! Reginald, I fear you will never make a navi¬ 
gator. You do not give enough attention to detail. 
But we do not want to be within ten miles of the Land's 
End, or to run up against one of the Scillys, by eleven 
o'clock, do we ? Then why remain beneath the 
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surface, rushing forward at headlong speed, for another 
two hours ? ” 

" Well, of course there is no need for us to continue 
to run at full speed, or anything like it/' returned Sir 
Reginald; “ but as for remaining below the surface, 
I assure you that we are only doing so for the greater 
comfort of you ladies. I don't know whether either 
of you f turned out' before we came down from aloft, 
but if you did, you will know that up in the air the 
turmoil was so terrific that it was impossible to move 
about or maintain one's footing, so the professor 
and I decided to come down here where there is no 
motion, and where, therefore, you can move about 
without fear of injury.” 

" Thank you, dear, that was very kindly thought of 
by you and the professor,” retorted her ladyship 
sweetly. “ But,” she continued, “surely there is a 
happy medium, is there not ? Why can we not travel 
on the surface? The motion there will not be so 
violent as it was * up aloft/ will it ? And there we 
shall at least be in daylight, and be able to go out on 
deck and enjoy the air. I simply love the smell of 
the clean salt air and the sight of the heaving sea, and 
you know, dear, that mat dc ?ner is an affliction unknown 
to any of us.” 

" Very well,” Sir Reginald laughingly replied. 
” Then we will ascend to the surface, by all means. In 
any case we ought to do so soon, because it is high time 
that I should wireless to Forester, acquainting him 
with our impending arrival, otherwise Mrs. Thompson 
will not have time to get our rooms ready for us by 
to-night,” 

“ I don't think you need worry much about that, 
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Reggie,” returned his wife. " If I know Mrs. Thompson 

_and I believe I do—she will have kept our rooms 

ready to receive us at a moment's notice, every day 
during our absence from the Hall/' 

" Then, if we have all finished breakfast/' remarked 
von Schalckenberg, glancing round the table, ” I will 
go up to the pilot-house and raise the ship to the 
surface in accordance with her ladyship's wish/’ 

" And I will accompany you,” said Mildmay, as he 
rose from the table. “ I want to see whether there is 
any prospect of getting sights, to ascertain our exact 
position. Also, I will lend a hand to rig up the masts 
and get our aerials aloft, in order that Sir Reginald 
may dispatch that wireless message of his.” 

A minute later the two men reached the pilot-house, 
where the professor, glancing at the depth-gauge, 
found that the Flying-Fish was still accurately main¬ 
taining a depth of twenty-five fathoms beneath the 
surface of the sea. He next manipulated the lever 
controlling the main engines, reducing the speed of the 
ship to twenty-five knots, and finally opened the main 
air-valve, thus permitting a certain quantity of the 
highly-compressed air in the air-chambers to escape— 
and so reducing the weight of the ship—when the 
Flying-Fish very gradually rose to the surface, Mildmay 
and the professor both meanwhile keeping a keen look¬ 
out ahead through two adjacent scuttles, to see that 
they did not unwittingly collide with some craft on 
the surface; and presently the pilot-house emerged 
momentarily in a trough of the sea, to be again sub¬ 
merged as the advancing wave swept over it. But 
the ship continued to rise steadily, now pitching and 
moving to the run of the sea, and a few seconds 
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later her streaming deck was awash, and the occupants 
of the pilot-house were afforded a clear view of their 
surroundings. 

The sight was as gratifying as It was unexpected—at 
least to von Schalckenberg ; for whereas, when, some 
two hours earlier, he had stood in that pilot-house, 
the great ship was being buffeted and flung about in 
the midst of a sea of wildly-flying cloud that was 
being tom to tatters by the breath of a hurricane, 
the professor discovered that in the interim the Flying- 
Fish had travelled out of the influence of the gale, and, 
although a very heavy sea was still running, it no 
longer broke, while overhead the sky, where not 
dappled with patches of fleecy, fine-weather cloud, 
was a rich, pure ultramarine blue, in the midst of 
which the sun was shining brilliantly. 

" Aha I ” exclaimed von Schalckenberg delightedly, 
" this is better; it is indeed an agreeable surprise. 
There is the sun, my friend; and there is nothing to 
prevent the immediate taking of those sights of yours, 
for the which I will note the chronometer times. 
Then by the time that you have worked out your 
calculations the deck will be dry, and you and I will 
get out and set up the masts and aerials.” 

So said, so done ; Mildmay secured his sights while 
the sun was shining brightly through a gap between two 
patches of slowly-drifting white cloud; the deck 
planking dried rapidly under the combined influence of 
the sun and the wind; and when, a little later on, 
he and the professor emerged from the pilot-house, 
each of them bearing with ease an apparently impossible 
load of stout tubes, in sections, and neat coils of wire 
rope, the ladie6 were all out on deck, revelling in the 
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brightness of the morning and the bracing effect 
of the salt air. 

As the morning progressed, the easterly breeze, 
which had been blowing quite freshly when the party 
came up on deck after breakfast, softened away to a 
mere zephyr by noon ; and when they again returned 
to the deck after luncheon the wind had died away 
to a flat calm, while the mountainous breaking seas 
of the early morning had given place to a long, high, 
slow-moving swell over which the Flying-Fish rose 
and fell with so gentle and easy a movement that it 
caused no one the slightest inconvenience. 

It was about an hour later, and the three ladies were 
seated in comfortable deck-chairs abaft the pilot-house 
—in the shelter of which they were protected from the 
considerable breeze created by the speed of the ship 
through the motionless atmosphere—while the four men 
were pacing the deck together, chatting animatedly, 
when Mildmay suddenly halted on his forward way 
and gazed intently ahead, shading his eyes with his 
hand, meanwhile. 

“ What is it ? ” demanded Sir Reginald, who, with 
the others, had also halted. " Do you see something, 
skipper ? ” 

“ Yes—I was under the impression that I momen¬ 
tarily caught a glimpse of something away out there, 
about a point and a half on the port bow/ 1 answered 
Mildmay, pointing as he spoke. " Ah ! there it is 
again/’ he continued. " Looks like a boat; and I 
thought I saw a flash of white, as though somebody 
aboard her was trying to attract our attention. I'll 
go up into the pilot-house: the glasses are there, and 
I shall see better from that height/' 
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" Right! I’ll go with you," declared the baronet; 
and without further ado the pair ascended to the upper 
story of the pilot-house, which is the chamber contain¬ 
ing all the controls for the working of the ship. The 
floor of this chamber is ten feet above the level of the 
ship’s deck, and therefore affords a considerably more 
extended horizon than the latter ; also at that height 
the pair were able to see clear over the heads of the still 
heavy swell. 

The two men advanced with one accord to the two 
adjacent scuttles affording a direct view ahead, while 
Mildmay quickly whipped out of their case a pair of 
powerful prismatic binoculars, which he raised to his 
eyes. He stared intently through them for a few 
seconds, then passed the glasses to Sir Reginald, 
remarking: 

" A small boat, with two people—apparently a man 
and a boy—in her; evidently in distress, for they 
have lashed a pocket-handkerchief to an oar, and are 
waving it to attract our attention* We shall have to 
pick them up," 

" Of course," answered Sir Reginald. " It is a 
nuisance, for it will r give away ' the existence of the 
ship to two more people; but it cannot be helped. 
We can only hope that they will prove amenable to 
persuasion to keep our secret intact. By Jove! 
what a cockle-shell of a craft to be away out here— 
how far is it ?—about a hundred miles from land! 
How in the world did they manage to get here, I 
wonder ? " 

" We shall soon know," answered Mildmay, who 
wiiile his companion was speaking had thrown the 
automatic steering-gear out of action and was now 
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manipulating the helm. " How does the boat bear 
now ? ” 

" Straight ahead,” replied Sir Reginald. -f Hadn't 
you better let me work the ship, skipper, while you 
take command and direct me what to do ? You 
understand these things, while I don’t; and perhaps 
I should make a muddle of it.” 

" I don't think you would,” returned Mildmay, with 
a laugh. " Still, I'll take charge if you like.” And 
therewith he surrendered the tiller to the baronet's 
hands and exchanged places with the latter. 


CHAPTER II 


A RESCUE—IN THE NICK OF TIME 

Peering ahead through the now open scuttle, 
Mildmay perceived the boat to be about half a mile 
distant, and immediately in line with the sharp-pointed 
conical bow of the Flying-Fish as the latter rose to the 
lift of the swell; he therefore directed Sir Reginald 
to reduce the speed of the ship to f * dead slow " and 
to shift the course half a point to port. Then he 
called to von Schalckenberg to get out a coil of line 
and stand by to heave it into the boat at the proper 
moment. 

Even now it was only at intervals, when the boat 
lifted on the crests of the swell, that it was possible 
to get a sight of her, but Mildmay’s practised eye, 
assisted by the ship's powerful binoculars, quickly 
enabled him to perceive that the boat was of the kind 
known as a " collapsible,” that she was only about ten 
feet long, and that her crew consisted, as he had already 
surmised, of two people—a man and a boy. These 
facts of themselves sufficed to convey to the experienced 
sailor a tolerably clear outline of the story to which he 
would soon be listening; but, like most sailors, Mildmay 
was a man of action rather than of words, and he 
confined himself now merely to directing his companion 
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in the handling of the ship in such a fashion that the 
boat might be approached and brought alongside 
undamaged. 

" Stop her! Go astern ! ” commanded the skipper 
as the tiny boat rose into view half the ship's length 
ahead and about two points on the starboard bow. 
Then again, “ Stop her! Port a trifle ! Steady ! 
That will do admirably. They have a pair of oars, 
and half a dozen strokes will suffice to bring them 
handsomely alongside. Stand by with that coil of 
line, Professor, or—better still—let me have it." 

So saying, Mildmay trotted nimbly down the steps 
of the pilot-house, out on deck, seized the coil of line 
from von Schalckenberg’s unpractised hands, and 
dexterously hove it in such a fashion that, while he 
retained one end of it in his left hand, several turns of 
it dropped neatly over the shoulders of the lad who 
was crouching in the bows of the boat, waiting to 
receive it. Then, hastily making fast his end to the 
rail of the ship with a turn and two half-hitches, 
Mildmay grasped the line and ran with it to the gang¬ 
way-ladder permanently attached to the ship's side, 
where he proceeded to haul the boat deftly alongside. 

" Watch for a chance, and jump for the ladder when 
your boat lifts to it," directed Mildmay. " Better let 
the boy come first. Good lad! Up you come l 
Now, my hearty ”—to the man—“ it is your turn. 
Take your time; there is no hurry. Well jumped ! 
Here, give me your hand. Ah ! you have let your boat 
go adrift! No matter; I dare say we can pick her 
up for you.” 

" Pray do not trouble about her," replied the elder 
stranger, in a refined, educated voice which at once 
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stamped him as what is commonly called " a gentle¬ 
man.” ” She is badly holed and, as you see, nearly 
half full of water. She is really not worth troubling 
about. The important thing is that you gentlemen 
have saved my life and that of my son, for which I beg 
that you will accept my most heartfelt thanks. If 
you had not most providentially appeared upon the 
scene, another half-hour would doubtless have seen the 
end of both of us. Which of you, may I ask, is the 
captain of this—ship ? ” 

" We are all captains of her—more or less,” laughed 
Mildmay ; ” but this gentleman—Sir Reginald Elphin- 
stone—is the owner.” 

" Then, Sir Reginald, permit me to reiterate to you 
my thanks for saving my life and that of my son. 
And at the same time allow me to introduce myself. 
I am Captain Burton, of the Royal Engineers; and 
this is my son, Dick.” 

" Glad to make your acquaintance, Captain Burton,” 
exclaimed Sir Reginald, extending his hand, which the 
other took and warmly grasped. " Now let me 
introduce my friends, and especially one who, I can 
see, is, as a brother-soldier, all impatience to take you 
under his wing. This is Colonel Lethbridge, late of 
the Royal Engineers ; Captain Mildmay, of the Senior 
Service; and Professor von Schalckenberg. And 
now, as I see that you and your son are wet through— 
and probably have been for hours—we will waive 
further formalities for the time being; and you had 
better both go below and turn in while your clothes 
are drying. A good stiff glass of whisky toddy will 
do you no harm, Captain, I am sure, while as for your 
son—what will he say to a glass of mulled port ? ” 
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" I'll say, ‘ Here's to the jolly good health of Sir 
Reginald Elphinstone and his party/ and drink it like 
a shot. I seem to want something hot more than 
anything else in the world just now,” answered the 
youngster, speaking for himself, and ending up with 
a shiver. 

" Upon my word, I believe you do, my boy,” returned 
Sir Reginald kindly. " Come, then, let us go below. 
You will come too, Lethbridge ? I must mention,” 
continued Sir Reginald, again addressing Captain 
Burton, " that, for a reason which you will understand 
later on, we shall not be dining until rather late to-night 
—about nine o'clock, in fact; if, therefore, you would 
like some refreshment at once, my man will bring it to 
you. Of course, afternoon tea will be served at five 
o'clock, in the drawing-room, and we shall all be glad 
to see you there, if you care to come ; but if a good 
long sleep should appeal the more strongly to you, 
I beg that you will not stand on ceremony, but will 
take all the rest you feel you need.” 

To this Captain Burton replied that, as he and his 
son had had no sleep for some fifty hours, during which 
they had been continuously saturated with salt water 
and benumbed with cold, rest and warmth were what 
they most urgently needed; and they were accordingly 
conducted to a cabin, hot drinks served to them, and 
they were left to themselves with the expressed hope 
for a speedy recovery from their state of exhaustion. 

The sun was on the point of disappearing beneath 
the western horizon in the midst of a gorgeous cloud- 
scape painted in tints of glowing gold, rose, and purple 
when the Scilly Islands were sighted from the pilot¬ 
house of the Flying-Fish; and a few minutes later 
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Captain Burton and his son—both of them apparently 
quite recovered from the effects of their recent ex¬ 
posure—joined the party on deck and, after the usual 
polite inquiries as to their health, were duly presented 
to the ladies. 

Naturally, the rescuers were curious to learn full 
particulars as to the nature of the mishap which had 
resulted in the addition of two to their party; and 
Captain Burton was perfectly willing to satisfy their 
curiosity. 

“ This boy, Dick, of mine / 1 began Burton, " is 
indirectly and innocently responsible for our misfortune. 
Some few weeks ago he contracted scarlet fever, which, 
after running its usual course, left him in a rather 
debilitated condition. Although he had successfully 
reached the point of convalescence, he did not recover 
strength as rapidly as his doctor and I could have 
wished; and finally the medical man declared that 
what Dick needed was change of air, at the same time 
expressing a preference for a month's sojourn at the 
seaside. 

" Now, it happened that I was the owner of a fine, 
staunch little ten-ton cutter yacht in which Dick and 
I have been wont to potter about up and down and 
across the Channel during the summer holidays ; and 
as the spring of this year was early and the weather 
beautifully fine, it occurred to me that a cruise in the 
Foam might do us both good, and when I mentioned 
my idea to the doctor, he at once agreed that nothing 
could possibly be better ; so Dick and I got our traps 
together, ran down to Southampton, got the boat 
out of her winter-quarters, and started upon our 
cruise. 
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becoming more dangerous, until at length it became 
impossible to face it any longer, and there was nothing 
for u:> but to up helm and run before it. This improved 
matters very considerably; the only drawback being 
that we were running away from our port and farther 
into the Atlantic, although this did not greatly trouble 
rue, for we had a sufficiency of provisions and water 
aboard to see us through—provided that the gale 
quickly blew itself out, as, from its violence, I hoped 
it would. But there was no sign of such a happening 
at the moment; on the contrary, the wind continued 
to increase in violence and the sea to rise more threaten¬ 
ingly, until it became a wonder to me how the little 
craft contrived to live through it. She did, however, 
and we continued to run before it, hour after hour, 
and I believe the Foam would still have been afloat 
but for an accident that happened some time during 
the night. Dick was below, asleep on the sofa-lockers, 
and 1. was steering, when an enormous comber over¬ 
took the boat, hurling her forward on its crest and 
depriving her momentarily of the control of her 
rudder; she took a broad sheer, despite my utmost 
efforts, and jibbed furiously. You may guess what 
happened ; tiie mast went by the board ; and there 
we were, helpless, broadside-on, with the seas making 
a clean breach over us. Dick, of course, came rushing 
up on deck to sec what was the matter, and together 
we set to work to cut away the wreckage, leaving the 
mast and sail attached to the hull by the forestay. 
It was providential that we did not cut this away 
also, for presently, when the yacht drifted clear, the 
wreckage acted as a sea-anchor, to which we rode 
head to wind and comparatively easily, although the 
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seas were constantly breaking aboard us. It was 
not until nearly an hour later that, as Dick went below 
to get me a nip of whisky to counteract the chill of 
the wind and sea, the alarming discovery was made 
that the glass of the skylight had somehow been 
smashed, and the water was pouring down into the 
cabin in such volumes that, unless something were 
quickly done, the yacht would soon go down under 
us. We at once rigged the pump and started to pump 
the water out of her; but it steadily gained upon us, 
despite our utmost efforts; and finally—to cut short 
my long story—about three-quarters of an hour before 
you providentially hove in sight, the little hooker 
was so near her last gasp that Dick and I had to fix 
up our * collapsible * and quit in a hurry, only getting 
clear in the nick of time. And then, to add still 
further to our troubles, we discovered that somehow 
the boat had been holed, and it was only by the most 
strenuous exertions that we contrived to keep afloat 
as long as we did. ,, 

" By Jove! you have had a rough time of it, and no 
mistake/' exclaimed Mildmay, who, being a sailor, 
was perhaps better able than the others to appreciate 
what the castaways had gone through. "And were you 
very frightened, Dick ?” he added, turning to the boy. 

" No," answered the lad. u Besides, dad was with 
me, and I felt that if he was to die, I'd rather die, too, 
than live without him." 

" Dick and I are quite pals, you must know,” 
explained Captain Burton, laying his hand affection¬ 
ately on his son's shoulder. " Since his dear mother 
died we have had nobody but each other to think 
about, have we, old chap ? ” 
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" You haven't, I know, dad," was the answer; 
“ but I have been better off than you, for I have also 
my chums at Dulwich to think about." 

The lad, however, who was devotedly attached to his 
father, felt that the conversation had unexpectedly 
taken a rather painful turn for his parent, and he 
hastened to effect a diversion by turning to Sir Reginald 
and asking: 

" Is this ship a yacht, Sir Reginald ? ” 

" Well—yes, my boy, you may certainly call her that, 
if by the term * yacht * you mean a vessel employed 
for the purposes of pleasure," answered Sir Reginald. 
" I wonder if you can keep a secret," he added. 

“ Oh yes, of course I can, if it is not a dishonourable 
secret. I can, can't I, pater ? ” answered Dick, 
appealing to his father for confirmation. 

" You most certainly can, Dick ; I can vouch for 
that," answered the Captain. " But, my boy," he 
continued, "lam very much afraid that, in questioning 
Sir Reginald about his ship, you have permitted your 
curiosity to override your good manners. The fact 
is. Sir Reginald,” he explained apologetically, turning 
to the owner of the Flying-Fish, " this son of mine 
is of a sometimes inconveniently-assertive inquiring 
mind, and, knowing a little about ships—especially 
yachts—he has become profoundly impressed by the 
very remarkable appearance of your beautiful vessel, 
and is full of curiosity concerning her. Knowing 
him so well as I do, I ought to have foreseen this, and 
warned him against asking questions which you may 
possibly prefer to leave unanswered.” 

" Well,” replied Sir Reginald, with a laugh, <c I will 
be perfectly frank with you, and admit at once that 
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we have good and sufficient reasons for wishing that 
the existence of the Flying-Fish shall remain, as far 
as possible, a profound secret. She is an airship- 
submarine—the only craft of the kind existing in the 
whole world, so far as we know; and her powers are 
so great, so wonderful, that we think it best they should 
remain unknown to the world at large. Thus far, 
although the ship is quite old, as ships go, we have 
contrived to keep the secret of her existence wonder¬ 
fully well, very few persons excepting ourselves ever 
having set eyes on her; and those, having been made 
acquainted with our desire for secrecy, have willingly 
pledged themselves to perfect silence." 

" As Dick and I do, most unreservedly/* asserted 
Captain Burton. " You have saved our lives, and by 
so doing have placed your secret in our possession; 
the least we can do, therefore, will be to pledge our¬ 
selves to perfect silence in any manner that may 
satisfy you/* 

"lam greatly obliged to you/* returned Sir Reginald. 
" Your simple promise will quite satisfy us. And, 
having given it, it is only right that you should be 
told why we are so anxious with regard to this matter 
of secrecy. 

-" This ship combines all the characteristics of the 
airship with those of the submarine, and in both 
capacities she is supreme; for she can rise higher in 
the air and fly faster through it than any other airship 
that has yet been heard of, while as a submarine she 
can dive deeper and travel faster than any other 
submarine; her speed under water being one hundred 
and twenty miles an hour, while in still air she can 
cover one hundred and fifty miles in the same space of 
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time. She can cruise for months at a time without 
the need to return to her base for the replenishment 
of supplies, in proof of which I may mention that our 
present cruise—which will terminate to-night—has 
been of just upon twelve months' duration, in the 
course of which we have revisited both Poles of the 
earth, as well as many other out-of-the-way spots on 
the earth's surface inaccessible by any other means. 
Finally, as a fighting-ship she is powerful enough to 
destroy a whole navy—even that of Britain—or an 
entire army; and it is for this last reason that we 
are so exceedingly anxious to keep her existence a 
secret; for if that secret, and the secret of her marvel¬ 
lous powers, were once to become generally known, 
there is little doubt that unscrupulous Powers would 
move heaven and earth to obtain possession of her ; 
and to obviate this it would become necessary to 
destroy her—which, you can readily understand, we 
should be most reluctant to do. ,, 

" Of course; that goes without saying,” rejoined 
Burton. 

“ And now,” continued the baronet, " having told 
you both so much, I may as well give you my complete 
confidence by showing you over the ship, and so 
satisfy your very natural curiosity concerning her. 
Come with me and let me act as cicerone.” 

As the owner of the ship and his two guests 
separated themselves from the rest of the party and 
moved toward the pilot-house door Sir Reginald 
remarked: 

“ I must begin by explaining that this wonderful 
ship—and she is wonderful, as I am sure you will 
admit when you know a little more about her—is, from 
c 
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start to finish, the creature of Professor von Schalcken- 
berg’s marvellous brain-” 

" He is a German, is he not?” interrupted Captain 
Burton. 

“ Yes/ 1 admitted Sir Reginald, with a laugh. " The 
fact is obvious, even to the most casual observer, 
although I believe the dear old chap cherishes the 
delusion that it isn't. We have all known him most 
intimately for a good many years/’ the baronet pro¬ 
ceeded, in answer to a certain note of disapproval 
which he seemed to detect in the other’s question, 
" and I have no hesitation in saying that I know him 
to be as trustworthy and honest as the day. I would 
trust him with my life, nay more, with my honour; 
and von Schalckenberg is the only German of whom 
I would say as much. But the professor is German 
only by the accidents'of birth and name; in all other 
respects he is British to the backbone/* 

The little party had by this time reached the pilot¬ 
house door, and Sir Reginald halted for a moment to 
direct his guests’ attention to the structure. 

"This/’ he resumed, "is the pilot-house, and it 
affords the only means of ingress to the hull when she 
is afloat in either air or water. You will doubtless 
have noticed the fact that the hull of the Flying-Fish 
is, like the pilot-house, constructed of a brilliantly- 
polished metal of silver-like appearance. This metal— 
called sethereum—is one of the professor’s most valuable 
discoveries. It is the lightest solid known—it is 
almost, though not quite, as light as an equal bulk of 
air—yet it is very many times stronger than the 
toughest steel. And, as you may see, it is absolutely 
impervious to the effects of exposure to the 











A Rescue—in the Nick of Time 29 

atmosphere or to sea-water. Observe how brilliant is 
the sheen of our hull: to look at it one might imagine 
that it had been carefully polished this morning, yet 
I assure you that it has undergone no such process 
since the ship was first built. 

“ A few figures connected with the craft will perhaps 
interest you. As you will already have observed, 
her main hull, or substructure, is circular in section, 
with a maximum diameter of sixty feet, tapering off 
to a point at the bow and to a parabola at the stern, 
to which a four-bladed propeller is attached by an air- 
and water-tight ball-and-socket joint which enables 
the propeller to serve also as a rudder. She is six 
hundred feet long from stem to stern ; and her motive 
power is provided by a triple-expansion engine driven 
by vapour which enters the high-pressure cylinder 
at a pressure of five thousand pounds to the square 
inch. This vapour is, of course, not steam; it is 
produced by the admixture, in certain proportions, 
of crystals and an acid, both of them discoveries of 
von Schalckenberg's, and, mixed in another way, they 
furnish all the heat and light required for every 
purpose throughout the ship. The superstructure- 
constructed chiefly as a promenade—is three hundred 
feet long by fifty feet wide, and this pilot-house occupies 
its exact centre. When we are about to dive, or to 
ascend into the higher reaches of the atmosphere, 
where the air would be too rarefied to breathe, or too 
cold, we enter the pilot-house, close the door—thus— 
and so perfect is the joint that neither air nor water 
can penetrate from outside," 

The visitors were next conducted down below to 
to the engine-room, where the main engines, pumping- 
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engines, and air-compressing engines, all built of 
polished sethereum, evoked Dick's unstinted admira¬ 
tion, as they did that of his father, although the latter 
remarked that he had quite expected to see something 
veiy much larger. But his disappointment—if he 
felt any—speedily merged into amazement when Sir 
Reginald mentioned the many thousands of horse¬ 
power which those same engines were at that moment 
developing. 

From the engine-room they passed downward into 
the diving-room. This was an apartment about 
twenty feet square, one side of which was fitted with 
four large cupboards, the doors of which were 
labelled respectively, " Sir Reginald Elphinstone,” 
" Colonel Lethbridge,” " Captain Mildmay,” and 
" von Schalckenberg.” 

" This room,” explained Sir Reginald, ” is where we 
don our diving-armour, preparatory to sallying forth 
on the sea-bottom- 

" Your diving-armour ? ” reiterated Burton. " I 
presume you mean your diving-swtfs.” 

" Precisely,” agreed Sir Reginald. “ But we speak 
of them as * armour/ because that is what they are 
in fact. You of course know that the pressure of 
water increases proportionately to the depth to which 
you descend in it. Now, von Schalckenberg was not 
content to descend merely to such depths as might be 
reached in an ordinary diving-suit; his ambition was 
to go very considerably deeper into the ocean depths 
than man had ever hitherto penetrated ; but in order 
to do this it was necessary to contrive some device 
which would protect our bodies from the enormous 
pressure of water encountered at great depths; 
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accordingly, when this ship was built the professor 
at the same time designed these diving-suits of armour ” 
—throwing the cupboard doors open—” and most 
admirably they serve their purpose. This ”—removing 
the article from his own cupboard—" is one of the 
helmets, which, as you see, is shaped very much like 
an ordinary diving-helmet, except that it has a powerful 
electric lamp fitted to the top of it. The remaining 
portion of the suit—this is it—is designed to enclose 
the entire body, from the neck to the feet, including 
also the hands. As you see, it is composed of plates 
ingeniously connected together in such a fashion as* 
to afford perfect freedom of movement to the wearer, 
combined with as perfect protection from outside 
pressure. It is rather difficult to get into, unless one 
happens to know the trick of doing so ; but once encased 
in it, with the helmet on and properly secured to the 
body armour, a man may resist an enormous exterior 
pressure without the slightest inconvenience.” 

Sir Reginald replaced the helmet he had exhibited 
in the cupboard, closed the door, and led the way into 
an adjoining room. 

" This,” he explained, " we call the chamber of exit, 
because we use it to quit the ship when we leave her 
to conduct our submarine explorations—and upon 
other occasions also, occasionally. This chamber 
forms a * lock 1 between the interior and the exterior 
of the ship, enabling us to leave her, when she is 
resting on the ocean bed, without flooding her entire 
interior. 

11 The modus operandi is this. We don our suits of 
armour in the room which we have just quitted ; and 
when we are all ready we pass from that room into 
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this, closing the door behind us. That door is amply 
strong enough to resist any pressure that is at all 
likely ever to be brought to bear upon it, and it is so 
accurately made that it shuts absolutely water-tight. 
With it closed this chamber is completely isolated from 
the rest of the ship’s interior. Next, we turn this 
cock to the left, with the result that the chamber 
quickly fills with water. When it is full to the roof 
we close the cock, and press this lever over as far as it 
will go, thus causing a section of the ship’s side—that 
is it—to fold outward, forming a gangway, over which 
we pass to the sea bottom upon which the ship is 
resting, previously taking the precaution to press down 
.this small lever, which switches on the great electric 
light on the roof of the pilot-house. This, you will 
readily understand, is imperatively necessary, since 
at great depths the darkness is profound, and without 
such a beacon to guide us, we should quickly lose our 
way and, quite possibly, never be able to find our way 
back to the ship, 

" On our return, our first act upon re-entering the 
chamber is to close the flap by reversing the lever. 
We then turn this cock, which causes a stream of 
highly-compressed air to enter from the ship’s 
compressed-air chambers, forcing out every drop 
of water through this spring valve. As soon as 
the water has all been driven out, we open this 
door again, and the highly-compressed air in the 
chamber is dissipated throughout the habitable part 
of the ship. Then, returning to the next chamber, 
we dofi our armour, and —voild tout” 

" A thousand thanks, Sir Reginald/' exclaimed 
Captain Burton as the trio began the ascent to the 
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upper regions of the ship, " You have shown us 
more interesting things within the last hour than Dick 
has probably ever seen in the whole course of his 
previous life* I hope the young monkey has not been 
indiscreet in the many questions he has been asking ”— 
for Dick had manifested the most absorbing interest 
in everything he saw, and had asked a multitude of 
questions, “ I must apologise on his behalf, and thank 
you most heartily for the indulgence with which you 
have treated him. You seem to have shown us every¬ 
thing and completely to have ' given away* all the 
secrets of your wonderful ship to us; but—I speak 
for Dick as well as myself—you need not suffer any 
qualms of after-apprehension that you have been too 
communicative to us, for I promise that neither of 
us will ever utter a word, or even a hint, of what we 
have seen to-day,** 

" Thanks for your assurance,” answered Sir Reginald. 
"It was quite unnecessary for you to give it, however, 
for if I had not been perfectly certain of you both 
I should not have shown you anything. Ah! ” 
he added, ” here we are, on deck again, and it is 
quite dark. I say, Mildmay ”—as the trio approached 
a little group gathered on the foredeck—“ isn’t that 
the Lizard light ahead ? ” 

" It is,” answered Mildmay ; " and it is quite dark 
enough now for us to ascend whenever you please. 
If we go up now, we can proceed at a low speed for 
the rest of the trip, and everybody can remain in the 
open, I think they would all like it.” 

” Very well,” agreed Sir Reginald; " up we go, 
then, as soon as you please.” 



CHAPTER III 


THE ARRIVAL HOME— FORESTER’S SUMMARY OF NEWS 

" Would you like to come with me, and see how 
the ship is worked ? ” asked Mildmay, turning to Dick. 

*' Rai/ier /" responded Dick in the argot of the 
schoolboy, " if you don’t mind being bothered with 

li 

me. 

" You will not bother me at all, old chap,” returned 
Mildmay genially. “ Besides, you seem interested; 
and I like to see lads taking an intelligent interest in 
things. Come along, then.” 

The pair entered the pilot-house and together 
ascended to the upper story of it, where Mildmay's 
first act was to switch on a low-powered electric light, 
which afforded just enough illumination to render the 
various objects in the room clearly visible without 
being so dazzling as to preclude all possibility of 
seeing exterior objects through the glass scuttles 
that ran all round the room. He also switched on the 
lights in the binnacle, which were so contrived that 
they clearly illuminated the compass-card and the 
ff lubber's mark ” without dazzling the eyes of the 
observer. Then Mildmay began to explain things to 
his young companion, 

" You have seen the engine-room, diving-room, and 
chamber of exit down below,” he said. ” But these 
rooms occupy only a comparatively small part of the 
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entire bulk of the ship; the rest of her consists in 
air-chambers and water-ballast chambers. 

" Now, of course you know, Dick, that air has 
weight; and the more air a certain vessel contains 
the heavier it will weigh, and vice versa. Thus, if you 
take an airtight vessel, connect it with an airtight 
pump, and then place it on a scale and carefully weigh 
it, you will find that by compressing more air into that 
vessel you can make it weigh more, while by reversing 
the process and exhausting the air from the vessel 
you can make it weigh less. 

" That is exactly the principle upon which the 
Flying-Fish is worked. She is built of metal so 
marvellously light that, with all her chambers full 
of air at ordinary atmospheric pressure, she floats as 
lightly on the water as a child's india-rubber balloon— 
or a bladder. Now, if we wish to sink her, we proceed 
to pump air into her air-chambers until that air 
becomes so exceedingly dense—and heavy—that it 
causes the ship to sink into the water until she floats 
in ' surface-running 1 trim, as she is now. But that is 
not sufficient to carry her to the bottom, so when we 
have brought her to the sinking-point by filling her 
air-chambers with the highly-compressed air, we stop 
the force-pumps, open the sea-cocks, admitting water 
into her ballast-chambers, and—down she goes. When 
we want to come up again, we simply turn some of our 
highly-compressed air into the ballast-chambers; it 
blows all the water out through the emptying-cocks, 
and—up she comes again, 

“ But if, when floating on the surface of the sea, 
as we are now—or resting on land—we wish to rise 
into the air, we open our relief-valves and let all the 
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compressed air escape. Then, closing the relief-valves, 
we turn vapour from the generator into the air- 
chambers, when, so great is the pressure of the vapour, 
it blows all the remaining air out of them through 
other valves, and, the vapour instantly condensing and 
forming a vacuum there, the ship becomes an enormous 
balloon and rises on the air. Thus.” 

Mildmay proceeded to manipulate various cocks and 
valves, explaining the several steps of the process to 
his young companion meanwhile, and, to Dick's utter 
amazement, the ship rose from the water and floated 
in mid-air. As she rose, Mildmay fixed his gaze upon 
a barometer attached to the wall of the pilot-house— 
the bulb being outside—the scale graduated to indicate 
the height in feet above sea-level. As the ship gently 
rose in the air, the mercury in the tube as gently sank 
until its surface reached the level marked 2,000 feet, 
when Mildmay closed a certain valve, saying, " There, 
that is high enough 1 Now come down into the 
chart-room with me, and we wall see what course we 
now have to steer.” 

The pair descended to the chart-room, Dick Burton 
feeling more intensely interested in the proceedings 
than he had ever before felt in anything; and Mild¬ 
may produced a chart from one of the drawers and 
spread it open on the table. 

“ Here we are,” he said in his cheery way. “ This, 
Dick, is a chart of the English Channel; and that ”— 
making a pencil dot on the paper—“ is the spot from 
which we have just risen. Here ”—indicating another 
dot, in ink, surrounded by a small circle—" is Chudleigh 
Hall. Now, what is our course to it ? ” 

He produced a parallel ruler and a pair of dividers, 
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ascertained the course and distance to be run, and 
returned the chart to the drawer, with the remark : 

“ There ! that's done with. We shall use that chart 
no more on this trip. Wonder under what circum¬ 
stances we shall next use it 1 Come upstairs again, 
Dick, and I'll show you how we have taught the old 
ship to steer herself.” 

Returning to the upper story of the pilot-house, 
Mildmay again directed Dick Burton's attention to 
the compass-bowl. 

" Now, Dick,” he said, " we have just ascertained, 
from the chart, the compass course from here to 
Chudleigh Hall, haven't we ? What was it ? ” 

" North-east by east, three-quarters east,” answered 
Dick promptly. 

” Correct,” confirmed Mildmay. " Now, can you 
show me that course on the compass-card ? ” 

" I ought to be able to do so, since the pater taught 
me how to steer the yacht by compass,” asserted the 
lad, peering into the compass-bowl. " Yes, there 
it is, one and three-quarter points to the right of the 
point marked N.E. You will have to starboard a bit, 
Captain, to bring the ship to that course.” 

" Good boy 1 ” chuckled Mildmay ; " starboard it 
is ! Now watch the card as it swings round.” 

Dick did so ; and as the point which he had indicated 
came opposite the lubber's mark, he saw his companion 
push a small button attached to the bowl, whereupon 
two slender steel arms projected themselves into the 
bowl through apertures on either side of the lubber's 
mark, enclosing between them a small, thin steel 
needle—one of one hundred and twenty-eight which 
were spaced at equal intervals round the edge of the 
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compass-card, each of them marking the position of a 
quarter-point of the compass. 

" You see that ? ” asked Mildmay ; and upon Dick 
replying in the affirmative, the captain proceeded to 
explain. 

4 ‘ So long as the ship accurately follows her course, 
the compass-card will remain stationary, and that 
short, upright needle between the two steel arms will 
touch neither of them. But the moment that the 
ship deviates to the right or left of her proper course, 
the compass-card will swing accordingly, and the 
needle will touch one or the other of those two steel 
arms, establishing electrical contact and bringing into 
operation the automatic steering-gear in such a manner 
as at once to bring the ship back to her course. We 
may now leave the Flying-Fish to look after herself 
while we join the others on deck to see whatever there 
may be to see." 

When the curiously assorted pair stepped out of 
the pilot-house they found the rest of the party 
assembled on the foredeck, chatting animatedly 
together. Captain Burton leading the conversation by 
relating some of the most interesting happenings of the 
past twelve months, Mildmay at once chimed in; 
and the fact speedily developed that Burton and they 
had several friends in common, each of whom was 
eagerly inquired after. Question and answer were 
still being shuttlecocked to and fro when an exclamation 
from von Schalckenberg and his pointing finger directed 
the attention of the little company to a point, appar¬ 
ently at some distance ahead, where, in the midst of 
the darkened, starlit heavens, a thin white beam of 
light, intensely brilliant at its base and gradually 
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diminishing in strength until it faded away to nothing¬ 
ness in the zenith, shot vertically upward. 

" Ah 1 " exclaimed Sir Reginald, " there is Forester's 
guiding light, and we are heading straight for it, 
thanks to the skipper's perfect navigation. How far 
distant is it, Mildmay ? " 

" About ten miles. We shall be there in less than 
half an hour/' answered Mildmay. " Have you all 
got your belongings packed, ready to go ashore ? ” 

" Hours ago," answered Lady Elphinstone. " And 
it is only just eight o'clock," she added, as the sound 
of a church clock striking the hour floated up from the 
land below ; " we shall be in excellent time for dinner— 
which will no doubt be good news to you, Captain 
Burton." 

" Yes," admitted the captain. " My long rest this 
afternoon, and the keen air of these upper regions, 
have sharpened my appetite, I confess. By the way, 
I have just been wondering: do you think we shall 
arrive in time for Dick and myself to catch a train to 
town to-night ? ” 

“ I can answer that question without a moment’s 
hesitation," replied her ladyship. “ I have not set 
eyes on a British railway time-table for a full year, 
but I know it will be impossible for you to travel up 
to town to-night; you will therefore be compelled to 
put up with the hospitality of the Hall for this one 
night, at least—or as long as you please to remain 
with us. Wc shall all be most glad to have your 
company; and we will do our best to make you 
comfortable.” 

The captain accepted in suitable terms the invitation 
thus extended to him, to Dick’s undisguised delight, 
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and the whole party then moved to the fore-end of 
the deck to watch the approach of the ship to her 
destination—Mildmay excepted, who turned instead 
into the pilot-house to guide the ship into the berth 
which she invariably occupied upon her return from 
a cruise. 

A temporary silence now fell upon the party as they 
gazed about them and below at the darkened country, 
dotted here and there with the lights of tiny villages 
or solitary farm-houses, over which the great ship was 
sweeping; then a sudden exclamation of delight 
escaped Lady Elphinstone as she pointed ahead, 

" Look, Feo—Cyril—Ida—look ! ” she cried, as a 
great building ablaze with light from roof to ground 
swung into view from behind a broad belt of trees— 
" there is the dear old Hall at last, and that good 
fellow Forester has caused every room to be lighted 
up by way of welcome to us. Oh, how glad I am to 
see it again! There were times, away back there in 
the wilds, when we seemed so far distant from it that 
I almost despaired of ever again beholding the dear 
old place. Now I believe I shall never, never want to 
leave its shelter again 1 ” 

A great clump of tall trees loomed up in the darkness 
beneath the ship’s long, pointed bow, and as the 
Flying-Fish continued to drive ahead with the" way ” 
she still had on her, this clump of trees gradually 
resolved itself into a ring of closely-planted timber 
encircling a wide, open, level grassy space. A faint 
sheen of light emanating from this space revealed 
that it was illuminated within, and presently, as the 
ship, still driving slowly ahead, crossed the ring, or 
belt, of trees, it was seen that the whole of the enclosed 
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space, some fifteen acres in extent, was outlined by 
a row of lighted hurricane-lamps spaced at equal 
intervals all round it, thus clearly defining the landing- 
ground. A turn or two astern of the engines brought 
the great ship to a standstill immediately over this 
landing-ground, and then, as the sound of the thudding 
stroke of the air-pumps came floating faintly up from 
the engine-room, it became apparent that the airship 
was gently settling down in the space enclosed by the 
belt of trees. It was perfectly calm now, there was 
not the faintest breath of wind stirring to interfere 
with the operation of landing, and presently, with a 
scarcely-perceptible shock, the Flying-Fish touched the 
ground, and Mildmay, throwing the four claw-like grip- 
anchors into action, securely moored her in her berth. 

" Landed ! " exclaimed Sir Reginald joyously. 
“ Come along, good people. This way for Chudleigh 
Hall." And, taking his wife's hand, he conducted her to 
the pilot-house and thence down the winding stairway 
to the chamber of exit, calling to Mildmay, as he went: 

" We are going on to the Hall, skipper. Will you 
follow as soon as you are ready ? " 

" Right-o ! " answered Mildmay’s cheery voice from 
the upper story of the pilot-house; “I am only 
waiting to stop the air-pumps, and then I’ll be after 
you. I shall probably overtake you before you arrive." 

And so, chatting animatedly, the party departed 
from the glade and wended their way to the house, 
leaving Richardson and his little army of assistants 
to remove the spoils of the voyage from the ship and 
transport them to the store, which, with the garage, 
stabling, and other outbuildings, lay at some distance 
to the rear of the house. 
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At the main entrance of the house the returning 
wanderers were met by Mr. Charles Forester, Sir 
Reginald's private secretary, who during the absence 
of the baronet had been left in sole charge and control 
of everything. 

"You are punctual to the moment. Sir Reginald. 
But as the hour of your arrival is rather late, I thought 
that probably none of you would care to trouble about 
dressing to-night; I have therefore arranged with 
Mrs. Thompson to have dinner served in twenty 
minutes from now.” 


The party surrounding the table in the splendid 
dining-room of Chudleigh Hall that night was a merry 
one, for each was in full enjoyment of those most 
precious gifts of Providence, perfect health and perfect 
spirits. The travellers, sated with strange scenes and 
adventures innumerable, were glad to find themselves 
back once more upon the soil of dear old England, 
despite her raw atmosphere and often gloomy skies— 
indeed, these last were a rather agreeable change to 
people who had begun to grow a trifle weary of the 
blistering heat and blinding sunshine that had been 
their portion now for several months. They were full 
of vivacity; and many a merry tale was related to 
Forester, touching some humorous episode that had 
occurred during the progress of the voyage just ended. 

When at length the ladies had retired to the drawing¬ 
room and the men had closed in for a comfortable chat 
and a smoke. Sir Reginald said : 

" Well, Forester, how are things going here at home ? 
What is the latest news ? Has anything very special 
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happened since we left ? We have been in the wilds 
all the time, you know, and have heard nothing/* 

“ So I imagine,** replied Forester. " No, nothing 
very particular has happened ; we have been just 
jogging along in the time-honoured humdrum fashion. 
The Liberals are still in power; Labour is as restless 
and discontented as ever; Lord Roberts is stumping 
the country, urging the people to think a little less 
about sport and a great deal more about National 
Service ; Germany has lost two more Zeppelins, as well 
as all her cherished secrets regarding their construc¬ 
tion, through one of them becoming lost in a fog 
and descending upon French soil under the mistaken 
impression that it was German ; and some people are 
beginning to express the fear that we are permitting 
Germany to get too far ahead of us in the matter of 
the command of the air ; and—yes, that, I think, is 
about all. No, I am forgetting: some months ago 
a certain amount of uneasiness was created by the 
appearance in the papers of persistent rumours that 
mysterious airships had been seen and heard at night 
hovering over some of our most important arsenals, 
presumably with the object of familiarising their crews 
with the position of those arsenals and enabling them 
to be quickly identified in the darkness if need be/* 

" Ah I " remarked Sir Reginald. " Any truth in it, 
think you ? ” 

“ Really I don't know,** answered Forester. " Some 
of the alleged visits seem to have been sufficiently well 
authenticated to have stirred the Government to 
action/* 

“ I shall take action, too, and make a present of the 
Flying-Fish to the nation,** said Sir Reginald. 



CHAPTER IV 


A MOMENTOUS DISCUSSION 

For some moments profound silence reigned in the 
room. " What say you, gentlemen ? " 

Of course the Flying-Fish was the baronet's absolute 
property. Nobody had the slightest right to demur 
to any plan of his for the disposal of her—unless, 
indeed, it were von Schalckenberg, several of whose 
most ingenious ideas and most valuable inventions had 
been embodied in the construction of the airship- 
submarine, had indeed been specially devised for the 
purpose of adding to the sum of her perfections. He 
might possibly object—as he had a perfect right to do 
—to those priceless secrets passing into the hands of 
strangers who could scarcely be depended upon to 
guard them as jealously and successfully as he and his 
friends had done. Besides, quite a number of them 
were of such a character that it would be in the highest 
degree undesirable that they should be known and 
available to all the world, as they would be if they were 
protected by nothing more effective than a patent. 
Some such thought probably arose in the minds of all 
present, and it is pretty certain that it suggested itself 
to Sir Reginald, for it was he who presently broke the 
silence by turning to the professor with the question— 
“ What say you, Professor ? ” 

" I say no 1 " answered von Schalckenberg, with 
great emphasis. " I say no, for certain very excellent 
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reasons. In the first place, you state that we have 
explored the entire surface of the globe and completely 
exhausted all the possibilities of travel. That is true 
only in a very relative sense. There are certain spots 
which we have still left unvisited, and it would 
probably surprise you to find how many of them there 
are, if I were to point them out to you on a map ; but 
it is not, for the moment, worth while. In the next 
place, you profess to be feeling tired of travel. So we 
all are—just now ; we have frequently said so of late, 
as you just now reminded us. We have seen and done 
so much during the past twelve months that we are all 
feeling jaded and satiated with the wonderful things 
we have beheld and the extraordinary adventures that 
have befallen us; and our present feeling—I am 
judging of yours by my own—is that we now desire 
nothing in the world so much as to sit still, rest, and do 
nothing at all for the remainder of our days. 

" But, my friends, that feeling will pass—much 
sooner, perhaps, than you anticipate. We shall all 
obey our present impulse to sit still and do nothing; 
and for a little while we shall enjoy it and be content. 
We shall go to bed and arise from it just when we 
please ; we shall spend whole days in bed, if the fancy 
takes us ; or we shall come down late to breakfast and 
then dawdle away the morning with the newspapers 
in the smoking-room; play billiards or golf, or ride 
during the afternoon; return home in time to bathe 
and dress for dinner; finishing up the day in the 
drawing-room with coffee, light conversation, and a 
little music, perhaps. 

'* But, I ask you, how long will that sort of thing 
last ? A month ; two months ; four months; it will 
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certainly not exceed six. And then, I tell you—I who 
have passed through similar experiences at least a 
dozen times—the sameness and tameness of the life 
will begin to pall upon us, and soon it will grow 
unendurably wearisome; the Wanderlust will again 
awake within us and grow stronger and more irresis¬ 
tible day by day, until at length a moment will arrive 
when our friend Elphinstone will be utterly unable 
to withstand the craving any longer, and he will 
seize a bunch of telegram-forms and dispatch urgent 
messages to his dear friends Mildmay, Lethbridge, and 
von Schalckenberg to come to him, for Heaven's sake, 
and help him to plan out another cruise in the Flying - 
Fish . And we, my friends, who will have been 
impatiently waiting and hoping for that invitation, will 
tumble over ourselves in our haste to accept it! ” 

A burst of hearty laughter, accompanied by clapping 
of hands and shouts of “ Well done. Professor! " 
ff Bravo ! ” “ Dashed if I don't believe it's true ! " 
here interrupted the speaker, who availed himself of 
the opportunity to empty and refill his wineglass. 

“ That, my dear friend, is one of the reasons why I 
venture to negative your most patriotic and generous 
proposal to present the Flying-Fish to the British 
nation/' resumed the professor, when presently quiet 
was restored and the baronet had requested him to 
proceed. “ But/ 1 he continued, “ I have another and 
at least equally cogent reason for opposing your pro¬ 
posal, and it is this. The Flying-Fish is not the best 
possible craft for the purpose to which you would 
devote her. I grant you that she is quite good enough 
to oppose and defeat the attack of a fleet of—well, let 
us say Zeppelins. She is capable also of destroying 










A Momentous Discussion 47 

a fleet of hostile battleships by torpedoing them. But, 
as Lethbridge remarked—and I fully agree with him— 
that is not enough. What is actually required is some¬ 
thing that will not only destroy a fleet of hostile air¬ 
ships, or battleships, but will also be capable of carrying 
the war into the enemy's country and assuming a very 
formidable offensive, destroying his fortresses, arsenals, 
stores, magazines, dockyards, the shipping in his 
protected harbours, his artillery in the field, ay, even 
his armies 1 For such offensive work the Flying-Fish is 
only very indifferently adapted, and to render her 
thoroughly efficient as a war unit, several very 
important and extensive structural alterations and 
additions would be necessary; and when all was 
done she would still remain more or less of a 
makeshift. 

" But if your patriotism will not be denied, then I 
say to you—present the nation with a ship possessing 
in full and complete measure all the powers which I 
have enumerated, a ship specially designed, built, and 
equipped for war. You are abundantly rich enough 
to enable you to indulge the whim—your share of the 
treasure which we have accumulated during this last 
trip is more than sufficient to provide two such ships as 
I have in mind, if need were, and you can well spare it, 
I know. And as for me, there is nothing in the whole 
world I should enjoy half so much, just now, as the 
task of designing and supervising the construction of a 
super-Dreadnought airship-submarine which, I promise 
you, shall be absolutely invincible/* 

"You would enjoy it even more than staying in bed 
all day, eh. Professor ? ” inquired Forester slyly, while 
Mildmay and Lethbridge shouted simultaneously— 
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" Bravo, Professor ! " " Hurrah ! Well spoken ! By 
Gad ! we’ll do it! What say you, Elphinstone ? ” 

" What say I ? " returned Sir Reginald, his eyes 
glowing with enthusiasm. " Why, I say that it is the 
very finest suggestion I have heard from our friend’s lips 
for many a day, and I agree to it; I’ll do it I As von 

Schalckenberg truly remarks, I can afford it, and-” 

" Belay that, Elphinstone! " exclaimed Mildmay, 
bringing his fist down upon the table with a bang that 
made the wineglasses jump. “ This is not going to be 

a single-handed affair-” 

“ Hear, hear! Well said, Mildmay/' interrupted 
Lethbridge. “ Go on, old chap. I guess what you 
are about to propose, and I say ditto I ” 

“ Of course/' returned Mildmay. " I knew jolly well 
that you would. To resume. This is going to be no 
single-handed affair ; the proposed super-Dreadnought 
airship-submarine is going to be the joint gift of all four 
of us to the Empire. We claim our right to participate 
equally in the honour, the glory, and the satisfaction of 
this patriotic deed. Thanks to the princely generosity 
of our friend Elphinstone in insisting that we shall all 
share equally with himself all treasure and valuables 
acquired during the Flying-Fish*s cruises, we are now 
all rich men. A third of the cost of the new ship will 
hurt neither of us, while as for the professor, he is going 
to do his share, and more, by designing and superintend¬ 
ing the construction of the new ship. Is not that so ? " 
“ No, not quite, my friend,” answered von 
Schalckenberg, cutting in before anyone else could 
speak. “ I am going to design the new ship—which I 
suggest we shall name Invincible —for the sheer joy and 
delight I shall derive from doing the work; that part 
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of it therefore does not count, and I must consequently be 
permitted to bear my share of the cost. True, I am a 
German by birth, but I am British in all else, and-” 

" That will do, Professor/* interrupted Sir Reginald. 
"We know you too well to require any profession of 
faith from you at this time of day. We know you to 
be just as British in heart and in sympathies as the best 
of us, otherwise you may rest assured that we would 
never admit you to partnership in this project of ours. 
But as it is, you may design the ship, and welcome, for 
I know that not only will you absolutely revel in the 
work, but also that only you in all the world can execute 
the task as we should all desire it to be executed. But 
that must be the full extent of your contribution. We 
know something concerning certain unostentatious 
but costly philanthropic schemes which you are running 
and which are absorbing all your spare cash, therefore 
you must be content to let the arrangement stand as 
Mildmay has sketched it out/* 

The professor argued and protested for some time, 
but the others were adamant, and at length the good 
man was compelled to yield and submit to the will of 
the majority. 

" I suppose/' said Sir Reginald, when at length 
von Schalckenberg surrendered, " you will embody in 
the new ship all those clever devices of yours which 
have made the Flying-Fish the perfect craft that she 
is, will you not ? " 

" Yes,” answered the professor, " all of them, and 
several others that I have thought out since the Flying- 
Fish was built. I intend to make the Invincible so 
nearly perfect that a crew of, probably, fifty officers and 
men, at the most, will be sufficient to man and fight 
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her. Aha, my friends, you shall see ! The Flying-Fish 
is a good ship, yes; but she is nothing to what the 
Invincible shall be.” 

" But will you be willing to entrust the secret of all 
your wonderful inventions to the care of strangers ? ” 
asked the colonel. 

" Perfectly willing,” answered the professor. 
,f Because I am sure you will all agTee to my quite 
reasonable proposal that when the ship is offered to 
the British Government the stipulation shall be made 
that she shall always be manned by the same crew, 
every member of which shall be a specially-picked man, 
known to be absolutely reliable and to be implicitly 
trusted never to betray any of the secrets connected 
with her. Also that no strangers—exalted personages 
or otherwise—shall ever be allowed to visit her, or, if 
so allowed, shall be admitted to any portion of her 
interior which contains any of my own special devices. 
I think that ought to be a sufficient safeguard, ought 
it not, Mildmay ? ” 

" Assuredly,” answered Mildmay. " Quite suffi¬ 
cient. And if the Government enters into such an 
undertaking—as of course it will—you may rest 
perfectly satisfied that everything possible will be done 
to fulfil it. My Lords of the Admiralty will see to 
that, for of course the Invincible will belong to the 
Senior Service. Therefore I feel sure you may take it 
for granted that all your secrets will be as safe in the 
new ship as they have been, and are, in the Flying-Fish , 
especially as I intend to apply for the command of her, 
which of course they will never dream of refusing me.” 

” Aha! So ? Now, that is as it should be,” 
exclaimed the professor enthusiastically. " For who 
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so fit as you to command her? And all my little 
secrets will be quite safe then." 

" Now, when do you think you will be prepared to 
start work upon the design ? " asked Sir Reginald, 
coming to the point. " In the light of what we have 
heard to-night, it seems to me that the work can scarcely 
be put in hand too soon." 

“ True; that is so," agreed von Schalckenberg. 
" For before a stroke of the actual work is begun there 
will be the first rough draught of the finished plans to 
prepare, and the preliminary calculations to make. 
That will mean at least a month of hard, continuous 
work at the outset. Then there is a suitable yard in 
which to build the ship to be found. It is just possible 
that we may be able to secure the yard in which the 
Flying-Fish was built; and, if so, nothing could be 
better. Then there will be all our special 1 plant * to 
get out of store, overhaul and install. That will 
probably mean a month's work. Next there will be 
the necessary quantity of raw material to accumulate, 
from which to manufacture the aethereum and the 
crj'stals; also there will be the official staff and the 
workmen to get together. Finally there will be the 
finished plans and working drawings of the ship to 
prepare ; and this task alone I anticipate will keep me 
busy for—well, say five months. Altogether, the 
preliminaries will probably absorb at least six months 
of my time, notwithstanding that I intend to impress 
one or two of you fellows into the service to attend 
to the finding and fitting-up of the shipyard, the getting 
together of the workmen, and so on, while I am busy 
with the general design and details of the new ship. 
Then there will be the ship herself to build. We 
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have the advantage of our previous experience in the 
construction of the Flying-Fish to help us, therefore 
if we rush the work, and are not hindered by labour 
troubles, the new ship ought to be ready for her trials 
by, say, the end of January of the year after next. 

44 Now, I suggest that, as already arranged, Mildmay 
and I shall to-morrow night take the Flying-Fish back 
to her old berth in the Hurd Deep; after which my 
companion shall land me at Cherbourg, and then take 
the boat across to Portsmouth and place her in 
Sparshott's charge, as usual. Meanwhile I will take 
train to Paris, and from Paris proceed to my little 
domicile at Barbizon, where I will at once get to work. 
And while-” 

41 One moment. Professor/ 1 interrupted Sir Reginald. 
" A rather good idea has just occurred to me. Could 
you not prepare your plans and make your calculations 
as well here as at Barbizon ? I can provide you with 
a suitable workroom and all the necessary drawing- 
apparatus, and guarantee that you shall never be 
interrupted in your work upon any pretext whatso¬ 
ever.” 

44 Assuredly I could, if there were any sufficient 
reason for it,” answered the professor. 

44 Well, I think there is,” asserted Sir Reginald. 
44 My idea is this. This new ship is intended to be 
essentially a fighting ship. That being the case, I 
think you would find it in the highest degree convenient 
to have expert opinion and advice at your elbow, so 
to speak, while designing her. Now, here are Mildmay 
and Lethbridge, the one a naval, the other a military 
man. Would it net be advantageous for you to be in 
immediate touch with both of them, so that in the event 
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of a technical question arising, you could instantly refer 
it to them, without being obliged to resort to the 
tedious process of writing backward and forward ? ” 

" Certainly it would, my dear fellow, 1 * replied the 
professor. " It would save much valuable time.” 

" Exactly,” agreed Sir Reginald. " Now, I am sure 
I may truly say that we are all four equally interested 
in the outcome of our agreement, equally interested in 
the success of the new ship, in fact I suggest, therefore, 
that we form ourselves into a committee to discuss, 
consult together and generally do our best and utmost, 
each in his own particular way, by suggestion or advice, 
or both, to secure the highest possible degree of perfec¬ 
tion in the craft. And to that end, I invite you all to 
take up your quarters in this house for as long a time 
as may be necessary—that is, of course, if none of you 
have more pressing engagements. Then we shall all be 
on the spot while the professor works out his plans. 
Of course, Mildmay, you and Feo will bring over the 
chicks—Olivia and Ida will be delighted to have them 
—and we will all do our best to have a good time during 
the intervals when the professor would prefer our room 
to our company. What say you all ? ” 

The arrangement, it appeared, would suit everybody 
perfectly. Mildmay had no other very pressing 
arrangements, and was quite sure that Mrs. Mildmay 
and the children would hugely enjoy a lengthy visit 
to Chudleigh Park; while as for Lethbridge, he was 
only too glad of any excuse to linger near Ida 
Elphinstone, who from her earliest childhood had been 
as dear to him as though she had been his own daughter. 
Even the professor, greatly as he loved quiet and 
seclusion while engaged upon important work, had no 
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objection to spend bis evenings in the midst of a circle 
of well-tried friends, instead of in the loneliness of his 
bungalow at Barbizon. Hence it was finally arranged 
that von Schalckenberg should merely remain at what 
was supposed to be his home long enough to give his 
man instructions relative to certain skins and other 
trophies of the chase which were to be forwarded from 
Chudleigh Park, and to procure the sheets of his 
original calculations relating to the Flying-Fish , to 
serve as a basis for working out the calculations for the 
new ship and to save time generally. These little 
matters attended to, he would return with all speed 
to the Hall and begin work. 

It was further arranged that, while this was being 
done, Sir Reginald should run up to town for the 
purpose of getting into touch with the owners of the 
shipyard in which the Flying-Fish was built, with the 
object of securing a lease of the premises for a term of 
two years, if possible ; and if he failed there, to look 
about for others of a suitable character, and secure the 
refusal of them. With the conclusion of this arrange¬ 
ment the discussion terminated for the night, the 
baronet drawing out his watch and laughingly remark¬ 
ing that they would certainly incur the displeasure of 
the ladies if they neglected them any longer. 

On the following morning Sir Reginald Elphinstone, 
accompanied by Captain Burton and his son Dick, left 
Chudleigh Park for London, the former to carry out 
his part of the arrangement come to at the conclusion 
of the previous evening’s momentous discussion, and 
the latter to return to their home, and, incidentally, 
relieve the anxiety of their friends. Meanwhile the 
Flying-Fish —that marvellous product of Professor 
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von Schalckenberg's unrivalled genius—lay undis¬ 
turbed in the secret hiding-place which Sir Reginald 
Elphinstone had caused to be specially cleared and 
arranged for her reception when the estate first passed 
into his possession. The morning had been fine, and 
Captain and Mrs. Mildmay had driven over to see 
their children, who during the absence of their parents 
had been staying with their grandfather on the maternal 
side, who owned a small estate and a house situate 
about six miles from Chudleigh Hall, while Lethbridge 
and the professor accompanied Lady Elphinstone and 
her daughter on a long ride over the moor. About 
noon, however, a change in the weather occurred, a 
great bank of cloud appeared above the south-western 
horizon, rising rapidly and obscuring the sun; and 
while the somewhat attenuated party at Chudleigh 
Hall were at luncheon it began to rain, the rain bring¬ 
ing with it a fresh breeze from the south-west which 
rapidly increased in strength, heralding a stormy 
evening and night. Mildmay returned to the Hall 
alone in time for dinner, riding over on horseback 
and leaving his wife with her father and the children, 
in order to fulfil his engagement to assist von 
Schalckenberg in the conveyance of the Flying-Fish 
back to her " home ” berth in the Hurd Deep. 

It was about eleven o’clock that night, and the 
party in the drawing-room of the Hall were breaking up 
to retire to their respective rooms. " Good night ,f 
was said by the ladies, and the men of the party were 
presently left alone, whereupon Colonel Lethbridge 
turned to the others and said : 

It is quite early yet, and there is plenty of time 
for a final smoke before we separate. Let us go along 
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to the billiard-room. Phew I do you hear that ? " 
as a great gust of wind moaned round the house and 
the sharp patter of rain sounded upon the window- 
panes. " Not a very pleasant night for your trip, is 
it, Mildmay ? Don't you think you had better post¬ 
pone it until to-morrow night ? " 

'• I see no reason why we should not go to-night, as 
arranged," answered Mildmay. fff It is not blowing 
really hard, you know—about a twenty-five-knot 
breeze, I should say, judging from the sound of it, 
and out from about sou'-west. It won't hinder us at 
all. It will be a beam wind, and we shall of course 
have to make allowance for it, but I doubt whether it 
will make five minutes' difference in the length of our 
passage. The worst part, of course, will be when we 
have to take to the boat. I expect there will be a 
choppy bit of a sea running for a small boat, and we may 
get a drenching before we make Cherbourg. How will 
that affect you, Professor ? " 

"About the same as it will you, my friend, I suppose," 
returned von Schalckenberg, with a smile. "We 
shall both have our mackintoshes, eh ? But there 
will be the run across the Channel for you, after 
you have landed me. That will be pretty bad, 
will it not ? ” 

" Oh, I shall have grown used to it by that time," 
answered Mildmay, with a laugh. " Besides, I wrote 
to-day making a rather important engagement in town 
for to-morrow, therefore we must either clear out with 
the ship to-night, or postpone the trip for about forty- 
eight hours, whichever you please." 

" Then let us go to-night," decided von 
Schalckenberg. " I have the strongest objection to 
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postponements—on principle. All our arrangements 
are made, therefore why disarrange them ? " 

" Right! " agreed Mildmay. " We will go to-night 
as arranged." 

u That momentous question being settled, I'll ring 
for whisky-and-sodas,” remarked Lethbridge. " A 
‘ tot' each before you start will do neither of you 
any harm. It is a dirty night outside, and cold, 
too." 

Pipes were lit, the whisky-and-sodas were duly 
consumed, and some desultory chat followed until 
the clock on the mantelpiece chimed the half-hour after 
eleven, when Mildmay and the professor moved to the 
hall, accompanied by Lethbridge and Forester, donned 
their mackintoshes, promised to return as soon as 
possible, spoke their farewells casually, and went out 
into the night. 

It was indeed a “ dirty ” night, as Lethbridge had 
remarked, pitch-dark, raining heavily, and—as they 
found when once they were fairly clear of the house— 
blowing quite a strong breeze, the roar of which in the 
tops of the trees came to their ears like the trampling 
of surf upon a sandy beach. They knew the way quite 
well, however, and made good progress, despite the 
darkness, the rain, and the buffeting wind. When 
fairly in the open the pair paused for a moment to 
enable Mildmay to gauge the true strength of the wind, 
which he decided was, as nearly as might be, a twenty- 
live-knot breeze, as he had originally supposed. 

Entering the glade in which the Flying-Fish lay, 
encircled by her concealing belt of trees, it was so 
intensely dark that they had literally to grope their 
way ; but knowing exactly what they were aiming for. 
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they presently felt their way into the tunnel-like space 
between the ship’s bottom and her starboard bilge-keel, 
and a minute later were in the chamber of egress and 
had switched on the light. 

" Aha! now we are all right/* exclaimed von 
Schalckenberg, as he discarded his streaming mackin¬ 
tosh prior to closing and securing the aperture by which 
they had entered. “ Now, I am going to hang this 
coat of mine in the engine-room, to drain and dry, and 
I would advise you to do the same. Also, unless I am 
mistaken, the generator needs replenishing, and I will 
attend to that matter at once. I doubt whether there 
is a sufficiency of crystals and acid in the hopper and 
the tank to take us half as far as we have to go. When 
do you propose to start, Captain ? ** 

" That depends upon when you wish to arrive at 
Cherbourg,” answered Mildmay, 

“ Well/* observed the professor, " I believe there is 
—or, at least, used to be—a train leaving Cherbourg 
for Paris about eight o’clock in the morning, and I 
should like to catch that, if it still runs. Allow half an 
hour for satisfying the Custom House officers and 
reaching the railway-station, and if you will land me at 
half-past seven I have no doubt that will be early 
enough.” 

" Right 1 ” returned Mildmay, “ Then I will go up 
to the pilot-house, get out the chart, and make my 
calculations while you are recharging the generator. 
You will rejoin me there, I suppose ? ” 

The professor nodded an affirmative, and Mildmay 
proceeded forthwith to the pilot-house, switching on 
the electric lights as he went, leaving von Schalckenberg 
to follow at his leisure. 
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Upon entering the engine-room the professor first 
switched on the lights. Then he looked into the tank 
and the hopper of the generator, both of which he found 
to be practically empty, as he had quite anticipated. 
He therefore entered the adjoining storeroom and 
produced, first, a small carboy of acid, which he emptied 
into the tank, the cover of which he then screwed down 
tight. Next he brought forth a bag containing some 
ten pounds' weight of small green crystals that might, 
at a casual glance, have been mistaken for emeralds, 
but for the curious metallic sheen upon them. 
These he poured into the hopper, glanced at the self- 
feeding arrangements attached to the hopper and tank, 
satisfied himself that both were still correctly set, and 
then, placing the empty bag and carboy with a number 
of others in one comer of the store, closed the door, 
passed through the engine-room, switched off the lights, 
closed the door behind him after passing out, and 
leisurely ascended the corkscrew stairway up which 
Mildmay had preceded him. 

Arriving in the chart-room of the pilot-house, he 
found the captain bending over a chart of the English 
Channel, upon which lay a parallel ruler, a pair of 
dividers, a pencil, and a slip of paper bearing a few 
figures upon it. 

" Ah ! here you are, Professor,” remarked Mildmay 
as the other joined him. " I have just been working 
out the course and distance from here to the berth in 
the Hurd Deep to which we are bound. I have also 
been calculating how long it will take us to get there, 
with the wind as it is. It is now "—producing his 
watch—" just thirty minutes past midnight; and I 
calculate that if we start now and run our journey at 




60 Cruise of “ Flying-Fish ” 

full speed, we shall—making allowance for the time 
required to get our precise bearings, sink the ship, wait 
for you to come up afterwards, and make the run in the 
boat to Cherbourg—arrive at the latter place at about 
a quarter after six o'clock. How will that suit you ? 
It will be too early for your train, on the one hand, 
while, on the other, it will scarcely allow you time 
enough to go to an hotel and turn in. Would you 

rather that we defer our start for say, an hour, or-? ” 

*' Just as you like, my friend,” answered the 
professor. " But we are very comfortable here, while 
there is nothing to be gained by arriving at Cherbourg 
too early. Let us go down into the music-room and 
amuse ourselves for just one hour—Heaven knows when 
the next opportunity may present itself ! Then we can 
start and accomplish our journey in reasonable time.” 


" Time’s up, Professor,” remarked Mildmay as the 
clock on the bracket chimed the half-hour after one; 
and as he spoke he rose from his chair and carefully 
deposited his violin and bow in their case, while von 
Schalckenberg closed the piano. A minute later the 
two men ascended to the upper story of the pilot¬ 
house, Mildmay taking his place at the tiller, while the 
professor manipulated the lever which actuated the 
grip-anchors, causing the latter to release their hold on 
the ground and recede into their sheaths. Next the 
professor touched some switches which caused the 
powerful lantern on the top of the pilot-house and those 
at the bows and stem of the ship to shoot forth rays of 
light strong enough brilliantly to illuminate the whole 
of the glade in which the ship rested, and light up the 
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trunks and branches of the trees which completely 
engirdled her. 

" Close quarters—these—to get out of in a strong 
breeze,” remarked Mildmay, gazing out through the 
pilot-house ports and noting how close the sharp- 
pointed bow and the propeller were to the trees. " We 
shall have to make a quick rise, Professor, or the wind 
will drive us foul of the trees. Luckily we are lying 
almost stem-on to the wind, otherwise we should find 
it rather awkward. As it is, I dare say we shall be able 
to manage all right, if we are smart.” 

With a word or two of assent, the professor turned 
to the cranked wheel which admitted vapour to the 
main engines, and gave it a few turns, causing the index 
hand of the corresponding dial to register half-speed, 
while Mildmay laid his hand upon the starting-lever. 
Next the professor threw open the valve admitting 
vapour to the air-chambers, with the result that a 
considerable quantity of the air therein was forced out, 
its place being taken by vapour. This vapour almost 
instantaneously condensed, thus creating a partial 
vacuum in the air-chambers, and with a bound which 
caused both men to stagger, the great ship seemed to 
literally leap into the air, fax above the level of the tree- 
tops, and the critical moment was past; Mildmay 
thrust the starting-lever forward, there was a slight 
quiver of the hull as the propeller began to spin round, 
the professor turned a full stream of vapour into the 
engines—and the voyage was begun. 




CHAPTER V 


WAR I 

" Our course,” remarked Mildmay, putting the helm 
hard a-starboard, " is—making due allowance for 
leeway—S. 31 E.” The professor, who was switching 
off the bow and stem lights and that of the great 
lantern on the top of the pilot-house, nodded. " So 
that is all right,” continued the skipper, as the ship's 
head swung round until it pointed on the course which 
he had mentioned, and the self-steering gear was 
thrown into action—" now she will steer herself.” 

As Mildmay released his hold of the tiller, he drew 
out his watch and referred to it. 

<f It is now,” he said, " exactly twenty minutes to 
two. At ten minutes after two we should make the 
Casquets light, about a point on our starboard bow, 
and six minutes later we must descend. Thank 
goodness the rain has ceased and there are a few stars 
showing, so it will not be so frightfully dark, after all. 
If you have no objection, Professor, we will switch 
off the lamp, then we shall be the better able to see 
things outside.” Suiting the action to the word, he 
touched a switch, and the lamp which illuminated the 
interior of the pilot-house winked into darkness. 

62 
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For a few minutes neither of the occupants of the 
pilot-house spoke, and nothing was heard save the loud 
humming of the propeller and the blusterous roar of 
the wind as it beat upon the pilot-house—for the ship 
was now rushing through the air at the rate of one 
hundred and twenty miles an hour, and the pressure of 
the resulting wind upon the entire structure of the 
ship was that of a hurricane. Then a slight shuffling 
sound was heard as, the eyes of the two men having 
adjusted themselves to the obscurity of the interior, 
the pair cautiously groped their way toward adjacent 
ports in the forepart of the structure. 

Gazing out into the night, they saw that they were 
just clearing the land, with the Start light square abeam 
on their starboard hand, and the Eddystone much 
farther away and a couple of points on their starboard 
quarter. The sky was clearing fast. Quite a number 
of stars were now visible, and some distance ahead of 
them, on both bows, were the lights of several craft 
bound down-Channel. Before the light was switched 
off the height-indicator had shown that the ship was 
flying at a height of five hundred feet above sea-level, 
consequently everything on the surface of the water 
could be seen quite distinctly, while the height was 
amply sufficient to ensure that they should not run foul 
of even the most lofty masts of passing shipping. 

For a little while the two men chatted in more or less 
desultory fashion. At length Mildmay, breaking a 
brief silence, remarked with animation: 

" Ah ! there is the Casquets light, about a point on 
our starboard bow—just where I expected to sight 
it. It has just hove up into view, and is therefore 
about thirty-five miles away. The air is clearer than 
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I dared hope, or we should not be able to see it at that 
distance. We ought to sight La Hague light now at 
any moment, and—ay, there it is, a little to the left 
of the Casquets. Is there anything you wish to bring 
up from below, Professor ? Because, if there is, you 
had better fetch it. We shall soon have to descend to 
the surface now/' 

" No,” answered the professor. " I have only my 
portmanteau, and that is near the door, ready to be 
taken out on deck. Ach! but I have forgotten, 
though. There are our mackintoshes, drying down in 
the engine-room. We must not leave them behind, 
for no doubt we shall need them in the boat." 

"It is more than probable," agreed Mildmay. " I 
will run down and fetch them." 

He disappeared; returning a minute or two later 
with the remark— 

" I have brought up the mackintoshes and laid them 
on top of your portmanteau. I suppose you will give 
a final look round, won't you, before leaving the ship, 
just to make sure that everything is all right ? " 

The professor replied that he certainly would, 
whereupon Mildmay went to the helm, threw the self¬ 
steering apparatus out of gear, and began to work the 
ship up to, as nearly as the wind would allow, her by 
this time well-know marks. 

" You may drop her now. Professor," he remarked 
a minute or two later. “ She is as near as I can get her 
up aloft here. We shall have to complete the process 
the last thing before sinking her, when the wind will 
have little or no effect upon her. Luckily, it happens 
to be just about slack water, so we shall not have the 
tide to bother us." 
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So saying, he pulled back the starting-lever, thus 
causing the engines to stop, while the professor, throw¬ 
ing open the main air-valve, filled the partially- 
exhausted air-chambers with air. This was the work 
of but a very few seconds, when von Schalckenberg 
closed the valve, screwing it up tight, following this 
up by starting the air-pumps, thus beginning the 
apparently paradoxical operation of sinking the ship 
by filling her air-chambers with highly-compressed air. 
A second or two later the Flying-Fish settled lightly 
upon the surface of the water and began to drive 
rapidly away before the wind, like a child's toy balloon. 
But Mildmay quickly remedied this by restarting the 
engines, sending them slowly ahead and bringing the 
ship round head to wind, when he patiently brought 
her once more accurately up to her marks, and held 
her there while the air-pumps, working at top speed, 
rapidly forced air into the air-chambers, condensing 
it so highly that the ship was soon brought into 
her ordinary surface-running trim. Meanwhile the 
professor, leaving his companion to manage single- 
handed, was going the rounds of the ship, critic¬ 
ally examining everything, assuring himself that all 
scuttles and other openings in the hull were hermetically 
closed, and otherwise making certain that the ship was 
in a fit state safely to be left. Having done this to his 
satisfaction, he next went out on deck and made his 
way aft to a certain spot near the ship's starboard 
quarter, where, bending down, he felt along the deck- 
planks until he found a ring, sunk flush with the deck. 
Giving this a sharp pull, a big flap folded back, exposing 
a water-tight aperture of corresponding dimensions. 
Down into this aperture the professor plunged his arm, 
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feeling about until his hand encountered a lever, which 
he grasped and pulled upward. As he did so, a pair of 
aethereum davits, having a boat built of aethereum, rose 
into view. This boat was modelled somewhat after 
the pattern of the splendid boats built by the Royal 
National Lifeboat Institution, but was considerably 
smaller. Securing the lever in position, the professor 
climbed into the boat and assured himself that certain 
accessories were in her lockers, after which he returned 
to the ship's deck, swung the boat outboard without 
any apparent effort, lowered her, slid down and un¬ 
hooked the tackles, took her alongside the starboard 
gangway, made her fast, and returned to the deck of 
the Flying-Fish , which craft was by this time quite 
ready to submerge, the air-pumps having been stopped. 
Returning aft, von Schalckenberg-reversed the lever by 
means of which he had raised the boat from her hiding- 
place, and the davits with their tackles sank back into 
the cavity, disappeared, and the flap was closed. This 
done, the professor returned to the pilot-house and 
briefly informed Mildmay that everything was now 
ready for the sinking of the ship. 

" Right-o ! " answered Mildmay. “ Then I'll turn 
her over to you. She is dead on all her marks at the 
present moment. Hold her there for just two minutes 
longer to enable me to get into the boat and back off, 
and you may then submerge as soon as you like. You 
will show a light in the great lantern for a moment or 
two to let me know that you have reached the bottom 
all right ? " 

The professor replied that he would, whereupon 
Mildmay left the pilot-house and, taking von 
Schalckenberg's portmanteau and the two mackintoshes 
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with him, stepped out on deck, carefully closing 
the pilot-house door behind him, and passed across 
the deck to the starboard gangway-ladder, descending 
which, he entered the boat moored alongside it. The 
boat was attached to the rail of the gangway-ladder by 
an enormously-long " painter / 1 arranged as a slip¬ 
line, and, quickly satisfying himself that this was all 
clear for running freely, Mildmay stepped aft, threw 
the engines into gear, reversed them, and backed away 
from the Flying-Fish to the full length of the slip-line. 
Then, seating himself, he produced his pipe, charged 
and lit it, meanwhile watching with mild interest what 
was happening to the parent craft. 

At this moment the air-chambers of the Flying-Fish 
were so heavily charged with densely-compressed air 
that not only was the whole of the ship’s cylindrical 
body completely submerged, but the superstructure 
also was sunk to within a foot of the deck, over the 
fore-part of which the Channel waves were now 
continually breaking. And as Mildmay, calmly 
smoking, continued to watch, he saw that the 
superstructure also was now gradually settling down, 
the short, choppy seas overflowing her deck in ever- 
increasing volume until it was completely hidden by 
them. The open guard-rail round the deck next 
disappeared, leaving nothing visible except* the pilot¬ 
house. A few seconds later this also vanished beneath 
the waves, and nothing now remained but a slight swirl 
of the surface to show where the Flying-Fish had been. 
As the ship disappeared, the coils of the slip-line in 
the bows of the boat leapt overboard, one after *he 
other, and when the last had gone, Mildmay stepped 
forward and peered over the boat's bows down into the 
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dark depths below. He was not kept long waiting, for 
he had scarcely taken up his position when, far down 
below, a beam of pale, wavering light, as from a sunken 
moon, shone out for the space of about a minute, and 
then vanished again, whereupon Mildmay stepped a 
few paces aft and proceeded carefully to pay out over 
the boat's gunwale a long rope ladder, to the lower 
extremity of which a lighted electric lamp was attached. 
When the full length of this ladder had been paid out, 
and Mildmay had satisfied himself that its upper 
extremity was firmly secured to one of the thwarts of 
the boat, he returned to his seat in the stem-sheets and 
settled himself to await the further progress of events. 

About half an hour later a slight tremor of the rope 
ladder indicated that the professor had quitted the sub¬ 
merged Flying-Fish and was climbing to the surface. 
The climb was a lengthy and fatiguing business, 
for it involved a perpendicular ascent of over five 
hundred feet, but it was accomplished at last, and 
with Mildmay's assistance von Schalckenberg finally 
scrambled in over the boat's gunwale and sank upon 
one of the thwarts. 

Removing the front glass of his helmet he allowed 
himself a few minutes in which to rest and recover his 
breath. Meanwhile Mildmay, pausing only to inquire 
if his companion was " all right,” hauled in and stowed 
away the rope ladder, cast off the slip-line, sent both 
engines full speed ahead and, grasping the yoke-lines, 
set the boat's head for Cherbourg, where they duly 
arrived as the arsenal clock was striking the quarter 
after seven a.m. The professor, who meanwhile had 
discarded his diving-armour and got into a tweed suit, 
had no difficulty with the Custom-house officers. But 
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Mildmay did not stay to satisfy his curiosity upon that 
point; the moment that von Schalckenberg stepped 
out of the boat and received from the captain his 
portmanteau and mackintosh, Mildmay stepped aft 
again, swung the boat round, and swept out of the 
harbour at full speed, shaping a course northward for 
the Needles. 

Shortly before two o'clock that afternoon, the boat 
whose course we have been tracing, looking in nowise 
markedly different from any of the other motor-boats 
that were darting fussily hither and thither, slid unob¬ 
trusively into Portsmouth Harbour, and, entering the 
Camber, glided to a standstill alongside a sort of 
floating boathouse which was moored abreast the yacht- 
and boat-building yard of a man named Sparshott. 
Sparshott himself chanced to be about the yard when 
the boat arrived, and instantly recognising her, hurried 
into his office, took a key from a locked drawer and, 
slipping it into his pocket, made his way to a vertical 
ladder attached to the quay wall, slid down it into a 
dinghy which was moored to the foot of it, and pulled 
off to the floating boathouse. Here, after exchanging 
a few words of greeting with Mildmay, he unlocked the 
boathouse doors and assisted the captain to get the 
boat out of the water and into the house—a task which 
the two men accomplished with absolutely uncanny 
ease, considering the dimensions of the craft. Then, 
having closed and locked the doors, the two men got 
into the dinghy and pulled ashore, Mildmay proceeding 
at once to the harbour station, which he reached in 
excellent time to catch the afternoon train to London 
and to keep his appointment. 
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Meanwhile Professor von Schalckenberg accomplished 
his journey to Calais and Barbizon without incident, 
arriving at his bungalow about the same time that 
Mildmay's train glided to rest in Waterloo railway 
station. He had taken the precaution to telegraph 
from Caen to his faithful servant Bazoches—who acted 
as caretaker, gardener, and general handyman in the 
professor's establishment, while Amelie, his wife, with 
equal fidelity and efficiency, discharged the combined 
duties of housekeeper and cook ; the result being that 
upon his arrival the eminent scientist found everything 
in perfect order and an appetising meal awaiting him, 
to which he did ample justice. While partaking of 
this meal he received from Bazoches, who was at the 
moment performing the functions of butler, a full and 
particular account of all that had happened at the 
bungalow during its owner's absence—with a certain 
very notable exception, to be referred to hereafter. 
These happenings were, however, of so very ordinary 
and commonplace a character that, after putting a few 
questions, more for the sake of gratifying his servitor 
than for any other reason, the professor practically 
ceased to pay any attention to Bazoches' long catalogue 
of trivialities, his mind being fully occupied with 
absorbing consideration of certain fascinating details 
connected with the construction of the proposed new 
airship-submarine. So keen was his interest in the 
whole subject that, fatigued as he was after a night 
without sleep and a tiresome railway journey, he could 
not persuade himself to retire to rest until he had 
produced and glanced through the whole of the draw¬ 
ings and calculations referring to the Flying-Fish . The 
ensuing four days found him avidly engaged in the 
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congenial task of going in detail through all his plans, 
calculations, and specifications, taking complete copies 
of some, making copious extracts from others, and 
setting aside a few to take with him, having done which 
he bade good-bye to Bazoches and Madame Amelie, 
commending them for their fidelity and the great care 
they had taken of his property in the past, and exhort¬ 
ing them to exercise equal care and fidelity in the future, 
and so departed, casually mentioning that it was 
impossible for him to say when they might next expect 
to see him. 

The next evening witnessed his return to Chudleigh 
Hall, where he took glad possession of the drawing- 
office that had meanwhile been prepared for him. The 
following day was devoted to a long and exhaustive 
consultation with his two colleagues, Captain Mildmay 
and Colonel Lethbridge—Sir Reginald being still in 
London—after which the worthy man set to work with 
unbounded enthusiasm and gusto upon the design 
of the proposed new super-Dreadnought airship-sub¬ 
marine, Invincible. 

Sir Reginald Elphinstone journeyed to London, and 
threw himself so enthusiastically into the execution of 
his part of the task that in little more than a month he 
not only succeeded in obtaining a lease of the yard in 
which the Flying-Fish was built, but also got into 
touch with the clerical staff and a considerable number 
of the workmen who had helped to build the Flying- 
Fish , and, with the help of the latter, replaced all the 
special tools and machines in the workshops, so com¬ 
pleting all preparations for the commencement of work. 

By the time that matters at the shipyard had reached 
this stage, von Schalckenberg had prepared a first rough 
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estimate of the quantities of crude material required 
for the manufacture of his wonderful metal, aethereum, 
and had sent out orders for that material and a vast 
quantity of fuel. These orders were fulfilled with 
commendable alacrity; thus it came about that no 
sooner were the workshops ready to start work than 
the materials began to arrive, and it became possible 
for the initial work of manufacture to begin. 

At this stage, therefore, the professor found him¬ 
self compelled to forsake his beloved drawing-board 
for awhile and journey to London. This change of 
plan on the professor's part afforded Sir Reginald 
Elphinstone an opportunity, of which he at once 
availed himself, to return for a short time to Chudleigh 
Hall, where he happened to be on that fateful August 
morning when the news went forth to the world that 
Great Britain, in fulfilment of her obligation to 
Belgium, had been forced to declare war against 
Germany. 

The news was not altogether unexpected ; for there 
were clear-sighted people who, with the passing of July, 
saw that the cataclysm was imminent; and among 
these were Sir Reginald Elphinstone and his three 
especial friends. The momentous news was naturally 
known first in London, and von Schalckenberg was 
among the first in London to hear it. The moment 
that the information reached him he telegraphed 
in code to Sir Reginald—" War declared against 
Germany. Am leaving for Chudleigh by first train ” ; 
and he reached the Hall in time to sit down to lunch 
with the party. 

Scarcely allowing themselves time to snatch a 
hasty meal, the quartette—Sir Reginald, Mildmay, 
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Lethbridge, and the professor—rose from the table and 
adjourned to the library to discuss the situation. The 
discussion covered so wide a field that it would be 
superfluous to attempt to more than merely indicate 
its general tendency. The most important fact to 
emerge was that the outbreak of war would effectually 
prevent the completion of the Invincible , in consequence 
of which it became the imperative duty of Sir Reginald 
to present the Flying-Fish to the nation, as an effective 
check to the menace of the Zeppelins. The question 
was raised whether there would be time to effect 
certain very desirable alterations, a list of which had 
already been prepared by Mildmay and Lethbridge. 
This list Sir Reginald took from his pocket, unfolded, 
and handed to the professor, who, taking it, read 
it through carefully. After several minutes' considera¬ 
tion he said : 

" I believe these alterations and additions could be 
effected in three months. I should not like to promise 
them earlier." 

“ Three months 1 ” commented Sir Reginald. 11 What 
do you fellows say to that ? " 

" It is a long time, under the existing circumstances," 
remarked Lethbridge reflectively. " God only knows 
what may happen in three months. Belgium may be 
overrun, France invaded, and Paris occupied within 
that time. Would it be possible to do two or three 
of those things at the same time, without otherwise 
interfering with the ship, so that in case of an emergency 
the craft could be released in the course of a few days 
or, say, a week, with so much done, and the rest left 
undone ? " 

The professor looked at the list again. 
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" Yes,” he said, " that could certainly be done. 
We would make the attachments first, and not touch 
the hull of the ship until those attachments were 
actually ready to be fixed in position. And I believe 
the attempt would be quite worth making. 0 

“ So do I,” agreed Mildmay; and Lethbridge 
echoed his words. 

u Then let us do it without wasting another moment/ 1 
exclaimed Elphinstone, starting to his feet. ff How 
long will it take to prepare the yard for the reception 
of the ship ? ” 

“ It is all ready now* 9 answered the professor. " If 
the ship were there at this moment, she could be on 
the blocks in half an hour—provided, of course, that 
the weather were favourable for the operation/* 

" Ah 1 yes/* exclaimed Mildmay, " there is the 
weather to be thought of. Taking things big and 
large, the good old Flying-Fish can laugh at bad 
weather ; but she must have a calm to get into or out 
of that shed. The weather is just perfect at present, 
it couldn’t be better; but how long is it going to 
last ? That’s the question. Let's take a look at the 
glass/* 

He went into the hall, consulted the aneroid and 
mercurial barometers hanging there, and returned, 
exulting. 

” Thirty point seven-eight inches, with a slight rising 
tendency,” he exclaimed. " That is good enough. 
Now, Professor, what say you ? Are you game to 
take the next train, with me, to Portsmouth ? If 
we are lucky we might get there in time to raise the 
old ship and have her snugly in the shed before 
to-morrow morning/* 
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" Most decidedly I am game," answered the professor. 
" But can we do it ? It is now "—drawing forth his 
watch—“ exactly nine minutes to three o'clock. 
Where are the railway time-tables ? " 

" Here you are/' answered Sir Reginald, whipping 
a Bradshaw out of the bookcase and opening it. " Now, 
let us see. No use to refer to the local trains; the 
express is what you require. Lethbridge, just touch 
the bell, there's a good chap, and tell George I want 
the big car brought round at once. Ah ! here we are. 
Newton Abbot, three twenty-two—you can catch that 
train. Exeter—yes, that's all right. Yeovil—Salis¬ 
bury. Now for the Portsmouth line—here we have 
it. See here, you fellows, if your train is up to time 
at Salisbury, you will have just three minutes to 
change into the local for Portsmouth, due to arrive 
there at ten forty-eight. How will that suit you ? ” 

" It will be cutting it pretty fine," answered Mildmay, 
“ but we shall have to make it do as best we can. 
Come along, Professor; let us say au revoir to the 
ladies, and we'll be off. We will let you fellows 
know by telegraph to-morrow how things have gone 
with us." 

Five minutes later the great car, with Mildmay and 
the professor aboard, was tearing down the drive at 
breakneck speed, on its way to Newton Abbot. 
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CHAPTER VI 

WHAT HAS BECOME OF THE “ FLYING-FISH " ? 

The travellers caught their train at Newton Abbot 
with about two minutes to spare; they arrived at 
Salisbury in good time to change into the train for 
Portsmouth, and finally arrived at the garrison town 
scarcely a quarter of an hour late, all without incident, 
to their complete satisfaction. 

But of course the yacht- and boat-building yard 
within the precincts of which the Flying-Fish's boat 
was housed had been closed for the night several hours 
earlier ; their first business, therefore, was to find the 
proprietor and dig him out of his private abode. 
Luckily both men happened to know the whereabouts 
of Sparshott's home, and thither they at once proceeded, 
finding the man at home and in bed, as might be 
expected; and a few minutes later the trio were on 
their way to the yard. 

The distance to be traversed was not great, and ten 
minutes sufficed them to reach the yard. The night 
was dark, but starlit, and, walking to the little wharf 
at the outer end of the yard, Mildmay and the professor 
were just able to make out the floating boathouse 
which was their immediate goal. Meanwhile Sparshott 
had made his way up to his office, lighted a gas-jet, 
procured the key of the boathouse, and now rejoined 
the other two on the wharf. There was, as usual, a 
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dinghy moored at the foot of the perpendicular ladder 
running down the wharf face, and into this the three 
men got, the boat-builder throwing out the two short 
sculls and rowing off to the boathouse. 

Once alongside the raft on which the boathouse was 
built, our two friends sprang lightly out of the dinghy 
and, taking the key from Sparshott, unlocked the 
doors and threw them open, while their companion 
followed with a lighted lantern. 

Immediately inside the folding doors of the boat¬ 
house there was a canvas curtain reaching from the 
roof to the deck of the raft, its purpose being to conceal 
the interior and its precious contents from the gaze 
of the curious upon those infrequent occasions when 
it might be necessary to open the boathouse during 
the hours of daylight. Seizing the foot of it, Mildmay 
and the professor proceeded to roll up this curtain and 
secure it by sundry " stops ” so that it might not be 
in the way to impede their further operations. It 
was while the two men were tying the last of these 
“ stops ” that Sparshott approached with the lighted 
lantern, the light of which he directed into the interior 
of the structure. For a second or two the man stood 
motionless, as though turned to stone, staring into the 
boathouse, his eyes bulging, his mouth wide open, the 
very image of horror and amazement; then speech 
came to him and he gasped : 

" Gosh ! where’s the boat ? Where is she, and what’s 
happened to her ? ” 

At the words Mildmaj' and von Schalckenberg with 
one accord paused in their nearly-completed task of 
lashing up the curtain, and directed their gaze to the 
interior before them. It was empty I 
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" Well, I'm-" began Mildma}'. Then, cutting 

short what was on his lips to say, he turned sternly 
upon the wretched Sparshott and sharply demanded : 

M The boat—what have you done with her ? Out 
with it, quick, and let it be the truth ! No hesitation, 
now ; I want the truth , and at once ! Do you hear ? " 

" Oh, Cap'n—gen'lemen both—how'm I to answer 
you ? What am I to say ? I know no more than you 
do what's become of the boat; may I die this very 
minute if I do." 

The man's whole aspect was so pitiable, and there 
was such an unmistakable ring of truth in his words— 
moreover he had served them so honestly and well for 
so many years—that Mildmay suddenly cut short 
the unhappy boat-builder's protestations with the 
question— 

" When did you last see her ? " 

“ 'Bout five weeks ago/' answered Sparshott. " I've 
been laid up in bed with rheumatism all that time," 
he quickly added as Mildmay again wrathfully turned 
on him—" and this is the very first day I've been able 
to get so far as the yard—my wife'll tell you the same, 
gen'lemen, if ye don't believe me. Before that I've 
always made a p'int of openin' this here boathouse 
once a week—accordin' to orders—to see that the 
boat was all right; and she was up to the day before 
I was took bad." 

" Well," commented Mildmay, “ the one outstanding 
fact is that the boat is gone and—good heavens ! does 
that mean that the ship is gone too, I wonder ? We 
must ascertain, without a moment's unnecessary 
delay. But how is it to be done ? We shall need 
a motor-boat or a steam-launch, or something 
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of that sort. Have you anything that will do, 
Sparshott ? ” 

" No, sir, I haven't; nothin' but a sailin' boat—Now, 

I wonder-” The mention of a sailing-boat brought 

a certain circumstance to his memory, and he was 
about to mention it to his visitors, but Mildmay 
impatiently cut him short. 

" Sailing-boat ! " the skipper snorted contemp¬ 
tuously ; “ of what use would a sailing-boat be in a 
flat calm ? I suppose they are pretty busy at the 
Dockyard just now ; working night and day, eh ? ” 

" Ay, sir, they are that,” answered Sparshott; 
" workin' three shifts, they are-” 

” Yes, of course,” agreed Mildmay, again cutting the 
man short. 11 We will try there. Come along, Pro¬ 
fessor. And you, Sparshott,” he concluded, " see that 
you are here on the spot when I want you. I have a 
whole lot of questions to ask you, but I haven't time 
for them now. Put us ashore, as near the Dockyard as 
you can.” 

And, turning sharply on his heel, he walked to 
where the dinghy was moored, and seated himself in 
the stern-sheets, the other two following him. 

Being in mufti, our two friends experienced the 
utmost difficulty in gaining admission to the Dockyard ; 
indeed, they would probably not have succeeded at all 
had it not fortunately happened that, while Mildmay 
stood parleying with the frankly-suspicious and 
sceptical gate-keeper, the Admiral came along, wending 
his way^home after a long and arduous day's work. 
It was another stroke of good fortune that he and 
Mildmay were intimately acquainted, and the great 
man permitted himself to be drawn aside and told a 
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tale that, while it was by no means coherent and was, 
moreover, punctuated with mystery, was sufficiently 
clear to enable the Admiral to understand that his 
friend was in most urgent need of a steam-launch, 
picket-boat, or steam-boat of some sort, to be employed 
in a matter of momentous interest to the Government, 
and after he had definitely assured Mildmay, in terse 
and vigorous language, that such a thing was a simple 
impossibility, he finally yielded so far as to withdraw 
a card from his case, scribble a few words upon it, 
and direct Mildmay to find the Dockyard Superinten¬ 
dent and hand the card to him. The result was that, 
as the town clocks were striking three, Mildmay and 
von Schalckenberg found themselves aboard a steam- 
pinnace—her crew armed to the teeth, sweeping out 
of Portsmouth Harbour on their way to the Hurd 
Deep, where, if all were well, they hoped to find the 
Flying-Fish still safely hidden. True, if they should 
so find her, it would still be impossible to raise her, 
for the suit of diving-armour, by which only could 
access be gained to her, was gone with the boat; but 
it would be an immense relief to find that the ship 
herself was safe—of which Mildmay was beginning to 
have grave doubts, while as for the armour, von 
Schalckenberg assured his companion that another 
suit could be made in three weeks. 

It was ten o'clock in the morning when the pinnace 
arrived at the spot in the English Channel for which 
she was making. It was a brilliant, breathless day, 
the sea oil-smooth, the air so crystalline clear that 
Mildmay was able to pick up his marks and get " on M 
them without the slightest difficulty—altogether a 
perfect day for the work they had on hand, and they 
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lost not a moment in getting to business. But the 
Flying-Fish was not to be found; and at length 
Mild may was most reluctantly compelled to acknow¬ 
ledge to himself that by some utterly inconceivable 
means the ship had been discovered, gained access to, 
and stolen ! How it had been managed was, of course, 
an inscrutable mystery utterly baffling the wildest 
conjecture ; but the fact was indisputable ; the ship 
was gone, and with her had vanished the high hopes 
that the quartette had indulged of rendering valuable 
and tremendously effective service in the war which 
had just broken out. But even this was not the worst 
feature of the case: if the ship had fallen into the 
hands of the enemy—and this was the hypothesis 
which at once naturally suggested itself—it would be 
nothing short of a national disaster; for in that case 
she would of course be used against the Allies, with 
results the mere thought of which threw Mildmay and 
the professor into cold sweats of terror. There was 
nothing to be done but to return to Portsmouth with 
all speed, telegraph the terrible new^s to Elphinstone 
and Lethbridge, and hurry back to Chudleigh, there 
to consult as to w’hat—if anything—could be done to 
mitigate the disaster. 

It was seven o’clock in the evening when Mildmay 
and von Schalckenberg, exhausted with fatigue, 
anxiety, and hunger, staggered ashore at the Dockyard 
and, after reporting their failure to the friendly 
Admiral, made their way to a telegraph-office and 
wired to the now anxiously waiting men at Chudleigh 
Hall the news of the loss of the Flying-Fish, adding 
that they were following their telegram by the first 
train available. But it was morning before they 
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finally stumbled out of the train, to find the Chud- 
leigh car awaiting them—with Sir Reginald and 
Lethbridge in it, all anxiety to hear any further 
details of the unsuccessful quest. These were fully 
told before the arrival of the car at the Hall, upon 
reaching which Mildmay and the professor were incon¬ 
tinently bundled off to bed, where they slept until 
late in the afternoon. 

It is not overstating the case to say that the news 
of the unaccountable disappearance of the Flying-Fish 
came to the waiting party at Chudleigh Hall with the 
staggering effect of a bombshell falling in their midst, 
though happily with less dire results. It was not the 
actual pecuniary loss involved in the theft of the ship 
that perturbed them, for Sir Reginald Elphinstone was 
wealthy enough to bear such a loss with equanimity ; 
indeed, as we have seen, he had been quite prepared 
to hand over the Flying-Fish as a gift to the British 
Government, conscious of the fact that, if need were, 
he could build another and an even better ship without 
imposing any very serious strain upon his resources. 
No, it was the fact that England was to lose, and some¬ 
body else—the enemy, they all immediately concluded 
—would gain, the tremendous advantage involved in 
the possession of the Flying-Fish —for this view of 
the matter had suggested itself not only to Mildmay 
and the professor, but also to Sir Reginald and Leth¬ 
bridge immediately upon the arrival of the amazing 
telegram. Who had stolen the ship ? That was 
naturally the first question to arise, and the answer, 
springing pat to the lips, was, <f The Germans, without 
a doubt! " But the questions which followed close 
upon the heels of the first were less easily answered. 
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By what means had the thieves acquired that intimate 
knowledge of her construction and of the secret and 
ingenious methods of her control which—even if 
knowledge of her existence and of the precise locality of 
her hiding-place were taken for granted—was abso¬ 
lutely necessary to enable them to obtain possession 
of, much less to handle, her ? These points were 
discussed at length when the quartette met in the 
drawing-room of the Hall, for afternoon tea, on the 
day of Mildmay's and von Schalckenberg’s return to 
Chudleigh Park. 

” Somebody must have been talking,” asserted 
Sir Reginald. 

" It certainly looks like it,” agreed Lethbridge. 
" But who can it be ? That is the question.” 

” I can think of no one,” declared Mild may, " Who 
is there to talk ? Who knows of the existence of the 
Flying-Fish, outside our own little circle ? Let us 
try to remember. There are certainly the two Burtons, 
father and son ; but I can scarcely believe that, after 
the very explicit warning we gave them, either of 
them would have been so imprudent as to utter a word 
inimical to our secret; and as for anything more sinister 
than imprudence—well, it is simply unbelievable.” 

” I would certainly have said so myself—yesterday,” 
remarked Sir Reginald. ft Yet—who else is there ? 
Remember, we know very little about them. Next to 
nothing, in fact.” 

M That's true,” agreed Mildmay, " But when we 
were all yarning together, on the day that we picked 
them up, the man claimed to know several people 
with whom I also am acquainted. It might be worth 
while for me to write to two or three of the people, with 
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whom I am on pretty intimate terms, making a few 
judicious inquiries as to what they know about Captain 
Burton—and, by Jove 1 I’ll do it at once. No time 
like the present.” 

The letters were written, submitted to the others 
for approval, and dispatched; and it may here be 
mentioned that, when in due time the replies came to 
hand, they were all of the most eminently satisfactory 
character. 

The letters having been written, the discussion was 
resumed upon its original lines. The problem was 
an extraordinarily perplexing one, and the more it 
was hammered at, the more perplexing did it seem to 
become. Finally the matter resolved itself into this : 
that the ship was gone, that it was impossible to 
surmise who had stolen her—but that, whoever it 
may have been, they must be amazingly clever people— 
and that since the ship had disappeared, leaving no 
clue as to the identity of the thieves, it would be 
useless to say anything to anybody about the theft, 
or to waste any more time in discussion that led 
nowhither. As for von Schalckenberg, his suspicions 
pointed directly to his quasi fellow-countrymen, the 
Germans ; and since he clearly recognised that the 
building of the Invincible must inevitably and speedily 
be brought to a dead stop, and that consequently his 
continued presence in England could benefit nobody, 
he concluded that he could scarcely do better than 
return to Germany as speedily as might be, there to 
devote himself to the task of diligent but discreet 
inquiry as to whether anything was there known 
respecting the existence of a German airship answer¬ 
ing to the description of the Flying-Fish . 
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To maintain the continuity of this remarkable 
history, it may here be conveniently stated that the 
above resolution by von Schalckenberg was in due 
course carried out, with infinite trouble and difficulty, 
but nothing came of it; the mystery remained 
inscrutable. 

But if our four friends found the task of " spotting " 
the thieves of the Flying-Fish an impossible one, they 
had no difficulty at all in determining what their 
immediate duty as patriotic Englishmen must be. 
Mildmay and Lethbridge announced, as a matter of 
course, their determination to proceed at once to 
London and claim their right to serve their country ; 
while Elphinstone, equally as a matter of course, 
followed suit by declaring his intention to accompany 
them and offer his services in any capacity, as a volun¬ 
teer. The professor then brought the debate to a 
conclusion by announcing the decision he had arrived 
at, as recorded above, adding, however, the assurance 
that he would continue to supervise the work at 
the shipyard so long as it might be possible to carry 
it on, and that, when the time should come for 
closing down, he would make satisfactory arrange¬ 
ments of some sort before taking his departure for 
Germany. 

Up to this point the menfolk of the party had had 
the discussion pretty much to themselves, the ladies 
merely interjecting a word or two, a question or a 
suggestion here and there ; but now Lady Elphinstone 
felt that the time had come for the women to have 
their say. 

“The decision at which you men have arrived is 
the only one possible," she bravely announced, " and 
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I have not a word to say against it. I am proud of 
you all. It is of course going to be very hard upon 
us women that our nearest and dearest should be 
obliged to go forth and fight, but it is inevitable ; 
the war has been thrust upon us, and no man worth 
his salt will hold back when his country calls upon 
him to defend her. It will be a time of awful anxiety 
and dread for the women who will be left behind; 
it will be our lot to spend our days and nights in an 
atmosphere of unceasing fear and trembling, terrified 
at the sight of everyone approaching us, lest he or 
she should be the bearer of evil tidings. That will 
be our share of the burden; and I, for one, am not 
going to shrink from it; but neither will I ‘ take it 
lying down 1 ; that would be too terrible ; and I 
am sure I could never endure it. Therefore, as soon 
as you men have gone I shall set to work, with Mr. 
Forester's help-" 

" No, my dear lady,” interposed Forester, " I am 
afraid I cannot permit you to reckon upon my help. 
With your and Sir Reginald's permission I go with 
him and the others to town to offer my services to 
my country.'* 

" So you shall, and God go with you all," returned 
Lady Olivia. " Glad as I should have been to have 
had your help, Mr. Forester, I dare say I shall be able 
to manage—I will manage—without it " 

" But what is it that you propose to do, Olivia ? " 
interrupted Mrs. Mildmay ; u and why are you leaving 
me out ? " 

" My dear Feo, I have no wish to leave you out, if 
you care to come in," answered Lady Elphinstone. 
" Come in, by all means, if you will; but wait until 
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you have heard what it is that I intend to do. Fighting 
will soon begin, if indeed it has not begun already, 
and in a very short time there will be hundreds—nay, 
thousands—of wounded. I suppose these poor fellows 
will be attended to and looked after in the first instance 
by hospitals of a sort established in the rear of our 
army ; but a time will come when many of them will 
become so far convalescent that it will be necessary 
to turn them out to make room for others, while they 
will still be too weak and ill to return to the fighting¬ 
line. It is those poor fellows—or at least a few of 
them—that I mean to look after. I shall turn 
Chudleigh Hall into a convalescent hospital, en¬ 
gage a doctor and a staff of nurses, and between 
us we will do all that is humanly possible to make 
them sound and well again. I may do this, mayn't 
I f Reggie ? " 

" Of course you may, my dearest," answered Sir 
Reginald heartily. " And see that you do it thoroughly. 
Spare no expense. Turn the place upside-down and 
inside-out, if necessary, and let your patients want 
for nothing." 

“ We'll not, papa, you may be sure of that," asserted 
Ida. " They shall have the best we can give them, 
for their own sakes and for the sake of our own dear 
men." 

" Very well," remarked Mrs. Mildmay. “ You have 
told us, Olivia, what you propose to do ; and now I tell 
you that I insist on doing my share as well. We are 
three capable, level-headed women, and we will show 
some of those others how this sort of thing ought to 
be done." 

“ God bless you, you dear women, as I am sure He 
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will! " exclaimed Lethbridge. Then, with a laugh 
that had a suspicion of huskiness in it, he remarked 
to the company in general: 

" If I should chance to be bowled over, I shall apply 
to be transferred to Chudleigh Hall as soon as I am 
well enough to be moved." 


The following morning witnessed the general break¬ 
up of the party at Chudleigh Hall. 

They took lunch in the train; thus upon their 
arrival in London they were free at once to attend 
to their business. Accordingly, while Mildmay 
drove to the Admiralty, Lethbridge, accompanied 
by Sir Reginald and Forester, took a taxi to the 
War Office; the professor meanwhile making his 
way to the shipyard to see how matters were pro¬ 
gressing there. 

But, brief as had been the period of his absence, 
great changes had already taken place. The walls, 
and even the gates, of the shipyard were plastered 
with great posters declaring that " Your King and 
Country need you," and upon entering the yard it was 
seen that already nearly a quarter of the hands had 
left, while the chief foreman informed von Schalcken- 
berg that others were daily giving notice, adding that 
he cared not how soon they all went, for then he could 
go too. It was perfectly clear that the work could 
not go on many weeks—perhaps not even many days— 
longer. 

Meanwhile Mildmay, arriving at the Admiralty, 
learned that he had been telegraphed for only half 
an hour earlier, his services being urgently required; 
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his business, therefore, was very quickly dispatched, 
and within half an hour of entering the building he 
walked out of it again a happy man, with a commission 
in his pocket appointing him to the command of a 
fine new battle-cruiser, which he was to join at 
Portsmouth as soon as she could be completed for 
service. 

Lethbridge and his companions had a wildly busy 
day at the War Office; but finally, about five o'clock 
in the afternoon, they emerged at Whitehall, Leth¬ 
bridge as a Brigadier, Sir Reginald as a Captain in the 
Rifle Brigade, and Forester as a Lieutenant in the 
A.S.C. 

They were each granted a few days' grace in which 
to make their final preparations previous to joining 
up ; and those few days were spent by Sir Reginald, 
Mildmay, Lethbridge, and Forester at Chudleigh 
Hall; while von Schalckenberg remained in London, 
busying himself on the task of settling up matters at 
the shipyard prior to embarking upon the very much 
more difficult task of effecting his escape from England 
and his return to Germany. 

And here it becomes necessary to say au revoir to 
the personages whose acquaintance we have made in 
the preceding pages, wishing them, one and all, the 
best of good luck and a safe and prosperous passage 
through all the difficulties and dangers that lay before 
them ; for we may not follow them to the battle-fields 
of Flanders, France, Egypt, Palestine, and Mesopo¬ 
tamia ; or share with Mildmay the perils and hardships 
of the Navy's never-ceasing vigil in the North Sea and 
elsewhere: ours is the task to lift the veil of mystery 
which baffled the astuteness of von Schalckenberg and 
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his friends, and to show the reader what became of the 
Flying-Fish. 

And to do this it becomes necessary for us to set 
back the clock for rather more than a year. But to 
the present-day historian such a feat presents no 
difficulty. 







CHAPTER VII 
44 ersatz z, i ” 

Everybody was delightedly declaring that it— the 
tenth day of March, a.d. 1913—was the first day of 
spring. The piercingly-keen, blusterous north-easterly 
winds that had persisted so long had gradually sub¬ 
sided, yielding to gentle southerly breezes that had 
dissipated the long-standing frost and gradually 
warmed the air until, with the dawn of this morning, 
it had become calm, soft, bland, and altogether 
delightful. The sun's beams shone genially down out 
of a sky of pure, fleckless blue ; the flower-beds in 
the Thiergarten and other public and private gardens 
were gay with snowdrops, crocuses, daffodils, primroses, 
and other spring flowers ; a faint film of delicate green 
was just perceptible among the bare branches of the 
lindens, and here and there upon the hedges of gardens 
that enjoyed a southerly aspect rose-bushes were 
beginning tentatively to bud ; and to complete the 
suggestion of general joyousness which on this particular 
day characterised Berlin, every flagstaff in the city 
displayed the German national flag ; while the streets, 
particularly in the vicinity of the Schloss, Unter den 
Linden, the Chariottenburger Chaussee, and the allies 
of the Thiergarten, were thronged with people, all of 
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whom wore an air of pleasurable excitement and 
joyous anticipation. 

For to-day Berlin was en fete ; Count Zeppelin was 
attempting the voyage from Friedrichshafen to Berlin 
and back in the new Army airship, Ersatz Z . I; and, 
if all went well, was to manoeuvre this latest triumph 
of his genius over the city, for the delectation of the 
inhabitants, and to display her capabilities to the 
f< All Highest/' who, from a commanding position on 
the Dome, would witness the evolutions of the great 
air-Dreadnought. 

And all was going well, as was testified by the 
constant stream of telegrams from places passed by 
the ship en route , and by wireless messages from the 
craft herself to the War Office. She was making 
splendid progress, averaging a speed of forty miles an 
hour through the breathless air, and might be expected 
to reach the centre of the city within a few minutes of 
two o'clock in the afternoon, according to the latest 
messages received. It now wanted but a bare quarter 
of an hour to the time when the craft was due to 
arrive, and Berlin had poured her thousands into the 
streets to behold the wonderful sight. The Lustgarten, 
the open spaces before the Schloss and the Museum, 
the Schlossbriike, the Platz am Zengh, and the quays 
on either side of the Schlossbriike, were packed with 
people who were consumed with curiosity to witness 
the evolutions of the airship about the Dome, while 
those who desired to behold Germany’s latest acquisi¬ 
tion to her rapidly-growing air-fleet, but objected to 
being jostled or unduly crowded, chose Unter den 
Linden, and more particularly the Thiergarten, as 
their view-point. 
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Suddenly the sound of cheering, mingled with that 
of clattering hoof and the jingle of accoutrements, was 
heard proceeding from the Brandenburg Thor; and 
presently, preceded by a few mounted police to clear 
the way and surrounded by his bodyguard, the Kaiser, 
in his most imposing military uniform, accompanied 
by a large and glittering staff of distinguished officers, 
appeared, proceeding at a fast trot up Unter den 
Linden on his way to the Dome. The splendid caval¬ 
cade swept past to the accompaniment of enthusi¬ 
astic " Hochs ” from the excited crowd lining the 
broad road on either hand, and crowding the windows 
and even the roofs of the adjacent buildings; and 
then the multitude hastened to secure the most favour¬ 
able standpoints attainable, for it knew that the 
great moment to which it had so long and so eagerly 
been looking forward must be close at hand. 

A quarter of an hour later the eager chatter of the 
crowds thronging the streets was penetrated by a 
murmur which rapidly swelled to a roar, representing 
the combined efforts of many thousands of voices, 
cheering with delirious fervour, coming from the east¬ 
ward, and in an instant all eyes were turned in that 
direction. There ensued a few moments of tense 
suspense; then, as the cheering grew momentarily 
louder and drew rapidly nearer, the peering multitudes 
beheld in the far distance an object shaped somewhat 
like a cigar, and of similar proportions, gliding with 
a stately movement athwart the narrow patch of 
sky visible between the tops of the trees bordering 
Unter den Linden. It was the Zeppelin, safely arrived 
from Friedrichshafen, making her way toward the 
Dome, where the Kaiser, swayed as ever by his intense 
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desire to pose dramatically before the eyes of his 
admiring subjects, awaited her, with an appropriate 
word or two of greeting and praise for her distinguished 
creator. 

Slowly the great airship floated toward the Dome, 
slanting downward as she approached, until the decks 
of her gondolas were exactly level with the platform 
occupied by the Kaiser and his staff; and as she 
drifted gently forward her ensign was dipped and her 
crew stood by the rail at the salute ; then her engines 
were stopped and Ersatz Z . I came to rest while 
Wilhelm II and the veteran constructor exchanged 
compliments. 

But the Count was plainly uneasy at the close 
proximity of his ship to the building. The air was 
absolutely still, consequently the danger was at its 
minimum; but Zeppelin knew that, should the 
faintest vagrant puff of wind, of only a few seconds* 
duration, catch the ship where she then was, and 
force her against the building, it might result in her 
destruction, or at least in seriously damaging her : 
a certain amount of risk had, of course, to be incurred 
for the sake of that spectacular effect which was so 
dear to the Kaiser*s heart, but the Count did not like 
it, and His Majesty, perceiving the veteran's obvious 
anxiety, and perhaps shrewdly guessing at its cause, 
wisely cut short his compliments and bade the distin¬ 
guished inventor proceed forthwith to execute his 
manoeuvres. With a sigh of intense relief the Count 
saluted as he received the order, and waved his hand 
as a signal to his engineers to restart the engines ; but 
it was not until the ship was fairly clear of the Dome 
that the old man once more breathed quite freely, for 
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it was just this one particular item in the programme 
of the day's proceedings that had been worrying Him 
from the moment when he had given the order for the 
emergence of the ship from the shed at Friedrichshafen. 
But now, thank Heaven ! the ordeal was over, the 
danger past, and with a light heart he gave the order 
for the engines to go ahead at full speed. 

During the next half-hour Count Zeppelin put his 
ship through a number of exceedingly interesting 
evolutions, rising high in the air and circling above the 
Dome at full speed; dashing north as far as the Hum¬ 
boldt Hain ; then sweeping round to the south-west 
over the Moabiter Exercier Platz and dropping 
innocuous bombs—consisting of flour in small paper 
bags which burst as they hit the target—in the Platz 
and on the barrack roof as he passed over them ; then 
rushing south above the Thiergarten and as far as 
the Botanic Gardens at Schoneberg ; thence eastward 
to the Kaiser Frederick Platz, dropping flour-bag 
bombs on the great gasometers close by; thence 
northward again, round the Dome, slowing down over 
the Lustgarten, across the Schloss bridge, straight 
down the centre of Unter den Linden, over the Branden¬ 
burg Thor, straight down the Charlottenburger 
Chaussees, and back again to the Dome before finally 
turning south on the return voyage. 

And now it was, on the return journey up the 
Charlottenburger Chaussee and Unter den Linden, 
that Ersatz Z. I very narrowly escaped coming to grief. 
For the Count, excited by the frantic ovations of the 
jubilant crowds of spectators, and perhaps thrown 
off his guard for the moment by the breathless stillness 
of the air, became reckless, dropping the ship to within 
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about fifty feet of the ground, presumably to enable 
the Berliners to realise more clearly the gigantic 
proportions of the aerial Dreadnought. She was now 
moving quite slowly, her speed being not more than 
twelve miles an hour. Up the Chaussee she came, 
moving with stately deliberation, a most formidable 
and imposing-looking object, and upon approaching 
the Brandenburg Thor the Count, instead of passing 
over the structure, ported his helm, with the object 
of passing on the south side of it, no doubt purposing 
to show the spectators how handily the ship worked 
and how perfectly under control she was. The craft 
was just half-way past the arch when, as ill luck would 
have it, there came a sudden slight breathing of air 
from the southward, and the Zeppelin, by a mere 
matter of inches only, just escaped collision with the 
sculpture which crowns the portal, the Count realising 
the danger and shrieking an order for full speed ahead 
just in the nick of time to enable the craft to pass 
clear without actually touching. Those of the specta¬ 
tors who witnessed the occurrence for the most part 
regarded it as an exceedingly clever bit of spectacular 
airmanship, and applauded vehemently; but the 
Count knew that he had been within a hair’s-breadth 
of disaster. 

There was also among all those thousands of specta¬ 
tors at least one who realised, quite as clearly as Count 
Zeppelin himself, how narrow had been the escape of 
the airship ; and that was a Chinaman named Fu Chu 
Ling. But while the Count—after that moment of 
horror in which disaster hung, like the sword of 
Damocles, suspended over his head by a single hair— 
thought no more of the incident, except to congratulate 
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himself upon his presence of mind, and to vow to 
himself that never again, under any circumstances 
whatsoever, would he run such a risk, the Chinaman 
was plunged from the loftiest heights of elation to the 
nethermost depths of disappointment. He had 
watched, with an interest as keen as that of the most 
enthusiastic German, the manoeuvres of the monster 
airship; he had been as profoundly impressed by her 
immense bulk, her splendidly-imposing appearance, 
her speed when travelling under the full power of her 
engines, her apparent perfection of control, and 
especially by the dropping of the flour-bag bombs. 
What havoc and devastation would not she have 
wrought had those harmless bags of flour been bombs 
charged with high explosive ! And what means of 
defence existed against such an attack ? Guns ? 
He had never heard of guns that could be so elevated 
and aimed as to afford the least prospect of hitting 
an airship flying overhead at a height of twenty or 
thirty thousand feet and at the speed of an express 
train. What tremendous, what irresistible power 
would the owner of such a ship wield! Why, a bold 
and determined man in possession of such a craft 
might subjugate the entire world ! 

So ran the thoughts of this Chinaman as he intently 
watched the evolutions of Ersatz Z. I; and then had 
come that little puff of wind, threatening to force the 
great ship into contact with the Brandenburg Thor; 
and the terrified scream of the aged Count at the 
moment of imminent disaster—a scream which dis¬ 
tinctly reached the ears of Fu Chu Ling, and the 
significance of which he fully comprehended—at once 
opened his eyes to a realisation of the ship's extreme 
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fragility and her exceeding susceptibility to accident, 
if not destruction, by any one of a thousand trifling 
causes. If an accident was not only possible, but had 
actually been averted only by the very narrowest of 
margins under such perfect weather conditions as 
those then prevailing, what chance, he asked himself, 
would such a ship have of weathering a gale of wind 
of even moderate strength ? What would be her 
behaviour under such conditions ? What hope would 
there be of her ability to execute effective work of any 
kind ? And what would happen to her if she should 
be caught aloft in a gale, with all her fuel exhausted ? 
He realised that it would be impossible for her to 
descend to earth to replenish her stock, the penalty 
of such an attempt being her immediate destruction ; 
and the only remaining alternative would be for her 
to drive helplessly at the mercy of the gale, Heaven 
only knew where, with the probability of being wrecked 
in mid-air! 

The reasoning was relentlessly logical; and Fu Chu 
Ling, who had come all the way from Peking to Berlin 
to see a Zeppelin—and perchance to buy one—was a 
bitterly-disappointed man, 

" Why ? ” the reader will naturally ask ; and the 
question must be fully answered, for the reason that 
this Chinaman plays a very important part in this 
remarkable history. 

Fu Chu Ling was a native of Peking, aged thirty- 
seven, of aristocratic lineage, enormously wealthy, 
keen, intelligent, intellectual, unusually well educated— 
his most valuable knowledge being self-acquired, the 
result of profound and assiduous study—intensely 
proud of his ancestry, tenacious of all the old 
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aristocratic traditions, hating and despising the growing 
democratic tendencies of his fellow-countrymen, loving 
power above all things, and possessed by an ambition 
that knew no bounds ; yet infinitely patient, absolutely 
self-controlled, and with a tenacity of purpose that 
nothing could turn aside. 

He had long recognised that in several respects the 
Western world was far ahead of China in the matter 
of many of the applied arts and sciences; in none, 
perhaps, to a greater extent than in the science of 
aerostatics. He had heard and read as much as was 
to be heard and read of aeronautics in so conservative 
a city as Peking, and the idea of aerostation, as 
presented by the airship and the aeroplane, had very 
strongly gripped him ; so strongly, indeed, that, as 
he reasoned it out in his own mind, the nation—or 
the man —who should become the possessor of the first 
absolutely perfect airship must of necessity hold the 
key to the mastery of the world. To come to such a 
conclusion, and to advance thence to the determination 
that lie would make a big bid for that world-mastery, 
was to a man of Fu Chu Ling’s boundless ambition 
and inflexible resolution a not very lengthy process. 
His next step was to determine precisely what con¬ 
stituted a perfect airship; and having at length 
settled this important point to his own satisfaction, 
he proceeded to inquire whether anything resembling 
such a craft actually existed. His researches seemed 
to indicate that Germany was supreme in the matter 
of airship development; and accordingly he left his 
native city and journeyed to Berlin, where he unob¬ 
trusively established himself, ostensibly as a student 
of European languages, literature, and civilisation. 
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He had been in Berlin but a short two months when 
Count Zeppelin's resolve to attempt the voyage from 
Friedrichshafen to Berlin and back in the Ersatz Z. I, 
the very latest development of aerial-Dreadnought 
construction, and to perform in her a series of evolutions 
in the presence of the Kaiser, seemed to offer to the 
Chinaman the very opportunity that he so ardently 
desired—that of witnessing the most perfect form of 
airship of which he had any knowledge actually 
manoeuvring in the air. Patiently waiting until the 
official programme of the evolutions was made public, 
he sallied forth to survey the ground, and at length 
came to the conclusion that, all things considered, 
the roof of the Ministry of Public Education, on the 
south side of Unter den Linden and close to the 
Brandenburg Thor, would be hard to beat as a place 
of observation from which a fairly comprehensive 
view of the entire programme might be obtained ; 
he accordingly took steps to secure access to 
the spot on the day in question; and it was 
there that he witnessed the narrow escape of the 
airship. 

The occurrence, trivial as it actually was, gave rise 
in the Chinaman's mind to a train of reasoning resulting, 
as we have seen, in bitter disappointment and dis¬ 
illusionment ; and the conclusion at which the man 
ultimately arrived was, that the much-vaunted 
German airships fell very far short of the standard of 
perfection which he had set up in his mind as absolutely 
essential for his purpose. It was a remarkable con¬ 
clusion to arrive at from so slight a basis as that of a 
small puff of wind coming at precisely the most 
inopportune moment; but subsequent events proved 
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that the Chinaman's reasoning was not so very far 
wrong after all. 

To a man of Fu Chu Ling's peculiar temperament 
this disappointment was more bitter than death itself, 
for it meant the abandonment of all those wild and 
extravagant hopes and plans which he had built, 
almost unconsciously, upon what he had read and 
heard concerning the marvellous powers of Germany's 
Zeppelins. Quite erroneously, as he now realised, 
he had allowed himself to form the conviction that 
these .aircraft could go anywhere and do anything 
under any conceivable combination of circumstances; 
and his plan had been to purchase one, take her to 
China, and there, using her as a model and employing 
clever Chinese workmen—of whom there is a far 
more abundant supply than is generally supposed— 
build so powerful a fleet of Zeppelins that, with its 
assistance, he would be able to attain the complete 
mastery of the air, which, he shrewdly reasoned, 
meant the mastery of the world. And now nothing 
remained for him but to return to China and endeavour 
to think out, at his leisure, some other scheme by 
means of which to achieve his ambition to become 
Emperor of the World. 

Nor was the Chinaman's disappointment in any 
degree mitigated or his opinion altered by the flam¬ 
boyant, almost frenzied tone of exultant enthusiasm 
which characterised the conversations shouted across 
the tables of the Bier hall es, the cafes, and the restaur¬ 
ants of Berlin on the evening of that day, as everybody 
eagerly discussed the glorious events of the afternoon. 

He listened with a feeling of bitter contempt to 
many such conversations as he wandered disconsolately 
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hither and thither; and everywhere the burden of the 
tale was the same, not only in those places to which 
Fu Chu Ling had access, but also in every club and 
drawing-room in the city: the demonstration had 
been a splendid, glorious, unqualified success in every 
respect; the Ersatz Z. I had left absolutely nothing 
to be desired, and the result was another triumph, 
magnificent and complete, for Germany! The ship 
was of German design and construction, the outcome 
of Germany's matchless genius, the exclusive possession 
of the Fatherland ; no other country in all the world 
possessed anything like her; and the possession of 
her—to say nothing of her consorts—gave Germany 
the supremacy of the air. 

The state of elation on the part of the Germans, 
above very inadequately sketched, continued with 
scarcely-diminished ardour for nearly a week, when 
it received a sudden and very severe damper in the 
form of an item of news published " with reserve ” 
by the Berliner Tageblatt . It was headed : 

A RIVAL TO COUNT ZEPPELIN ? 

Extraordinary Story 
and ran as follows : 

,f The recent successful voyage of Count Zeppelin 
from Friedrichshafen to Berlin and back in the 
Ersatz Z . /, Germany's newest and most up-to-date 
Army airship, has resulted in much rather wild talk 
among certain of our contemporaries and country¬ 
men ; but the Count will have to look to his laurels, 
and we shall have somewhat to subdue the exuberant 
boastfulness of our tone, if the almost incredible story 
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related by our Odessa correspondent should prove 
to be true. According to this correspondent, two 
men—Captain Kropotkin, late commander of the 
Russian convict-steamer Ludwig Gadd , and Captain 
Popovski, the military officer who was in charge of 
the convicts on board the ship when the occurrence 
took place—are now undergoing their trial at 
Odessa, upon the charge that on a certain specified 
date they permitted the substitution of one prisoner 
for another, the ship being at the time in the Black 
Sea, outward bound. That fact, however, in itself 
does not affect Count Zeppelin and his threatened 
laurels ; it is the circumstances under which the 
alleged substitution was made which will interest not 
only him, but also the entire German nation. The 
story told by the two accused men is to the effect 
that the Ludwig Gadd , with convicts on board, 
bound for the Russian penal settlement of Sakhalien, 
left Odessa at four o’clock on the afternoon of a 
certain day ; and that between six and seven o’clock 
on the following morning, when the ship was about 
half-way across the Black Sea, she was overtaken 
by a craft of very unusual build and appearance, 
stopped, and the surrender of one of the convicts 
demanded in exchange for another prisoner, the 
demand being supported by threats and a display 
of greatly superior force. The exchange was effected, 
and the two ships then separated, the Ludwig Gadd 
proceeding on her voyage, while the stranger was 
left floating upon the water. And now we come to 
the most incredible part of this amazing story. The 
person who was handed over to the officers of the 
convict-ship in exchange for the surrendered prisoner 
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proclaimed himself to be Count Vasilovich and an 
intimate personal friend of the Tsar, and asserted 
that he had been seized while at dinner in his own 
chateau near St. Petersburg, on the previous night , 
and conveyed as a prisoner to the strange ship, which 
was then lying high and dry in his own park and 
within a mile of his castle! Captain Popovski, to 
whom this astounding story was told, naturally 
regarded the narrator as a lunatic; for how, the 
Captain asked himself, could a man who was within 
a few miles of St. Petersburg at seven o'clock in the 
evening be by any possible means transported to a 
spot half-way between Odessa and the mouth of the 
Bosphorus—more than a thousand geographical 
miles distant—by seven o’clock the next morning ? 
But the prisoner adhered most persistently to his 
story in its entirety, giving a number of details 
which proved that he at least was fully convinced 
of the absolute truth of his statement, which Captain 
Popovski admits he utterly failed to break down 
by a most rigorous cross-examination. Naturally, 
the accused officers were exceedingly careful to say 
nothing of such an extraordinary affair upon the 
return of the Ludwig Gadd from Sakhalien, and they 
also took every possible precaution to prevent any 
indiscreet talk on the part of the ship's crew, with, 
it would appear, a fair amount of success. True, 
a very garbled version of the incident seems to have 
leaked out, but the story told was, on the face of it, 
so incredible that nobody attached the slightest 
importance to it, and it was soon forgotton. In¬ 
credible as it may seem, there is, however, one 
element of truth in the story ; for the prisoner who 
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was handed over in exchange for the other now 
proves to be, as he asserted. Count Vasilovich. 
This individual, as those who know him best are 
prepared to testify, is not at all the sort of person 
tamely to accept life-long exile in inhospitable 
Sakhalien; and with incredible difficulty, and after in¬ 
numerable rebuffs and failures, he at length contrived 
to transmit to the Tsar the story of his extraordinary 
adventure, with the result that inquiries were made 
and the fact was elicited that the Count had actually 
disappeared from his castle, under most mysterious 
circumstances, upon the date named; his identity 
has been satisfactorily established, and he is now 
on his way home from Sakhalien; while Captains 
Kropotkin and Popovski are being tried for the 
crime of taking him there. We give this remarkable 
story with all reserve, yet there seems to be no doubt 
that a part of it—namely, that relating to the 
abduction of Count Vasilovich—is true. And if 
part of the story is true, why not all of it ? Now, the 
point to which we wish to direct particular attention 
is this : If the story should be found to be true in its 
entirety, we shall be compelled, however reluctantly, 
to admit the existence, somewhere , of an airship 
infinitely superior in every respect to Count Zeppelin's 
creations, for while the latter are airships pure and 
simple, capable of a speed of some forty miles an 
hour in still air, the other must be not only a ship 
able to maintain for several hours a speed of eighty- 
five geographical miles per hour—or as speedy as 
the swiftest monoplane—but she must also be 
capable of taking to the water at will! It may be 
quite worth the while of someone in authority to 
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investigate the above story and ascertain how far 
it is true; because it would not be at all a difficult 
matter to demonstrate that the Power which owns 
an airship possessing the above-mentioned capa¬ 
bilities holds the mastery of the world ! Vcrbwn 
satis sapienti” 

This article, appearing as it did prominently in the 
columns of so reputable a journal as the Berliner 
Tageblatt, caused almost as profound a sensation as that 
which had attended the successful voyage of Ersatz Z. I , 
but it affected different people in different ways. The 
majority were so completely obsessed by the conviction 
of Germany's superlative genius that nothing would 
persuade them to admit—even to themselves, much less 
to one another—that any other nation could possibly 
possess the ability to build better airships than the 
Zeppelins ; and these simply scoffed at the article and 
denounced it as a mischievous canard , published with 
the malicious and unpatriotic object of damping 
Germany's ardour in her pursuit of the means effectu¬ 
ally to checkmate the arrogance and aggressiveness of 
jealous rivals. But there were others, more reasonable, 
more level-headed, who were prepared to admit that 
there might be a tincture of truth in the story, who 
were quick to recognise the force of the concluding 
paragraph of the article, and who fully agreed that the 
obviously correct thing was to sift the astounding story 
to the bottom without delay, and ascertain precisely 
how much truth—if any—there was in it. And among 
these was Mr. Fu Cliu Ling, the Chinaman who had 
come all the way from Peking to—as he had said— 
study European culture. 
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This man read and reread the article until he had 
committed every word of it to a scientifically-cultivated, 
retentive memory ; then, having cut it out and neatly 
pasted it into a scrapbook which already contained 
many cuttings and extracts from books, magazines 
and journals bearing upon matters relating to aero¬ 
nautics, he sat down to think the thing out. It was 
the final sentence of the article—" it would not be a 
difficult matter to demonstrate that the Power which 
owns an airship possessing the above-mentioned capa¬ 
bilities holds the mastery of the world ! M —which most 
powerfully gripped him and appealed to his acute 
understanding. Because he felt that it was true ; there 
could be no mistake about that. He recalled to mind 
the significant fact that the voyage of Ersatz Z . I had 
been postponed no less than five times because the 
weather conditions had been deemed unfavourable, but 
here, apparently, was an airship which had made the 
voyage across Russia, regardless of weather conditions, 
at precisely the right moment for the accomplishment 
of a certain definite purpose. Such a craft seemed 
to correspond in every respect with the airship 
which Fu Chu Ling had pictured to himself as 
ideal for his audacious purpose; and, could he but 
obtain possession of her, he believed, with the writer 
of the article, he could realise his ambition to become 
the master, the Emperor of the World ! 

But, naturally, the first thing to be done before 
giving rein to any dazzling dream of world-conquest was 
to probe the story thoroughly, and ascertain whether 
or not there was any truth in it; and how was that to 
be done ? The answer to that question was obvious: 
it was to see the two Russian prisoners referred to in 
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the article, obtain from them—separately—a narrative 
of the occurrence which had resulted in their present 
trouble ; and if the two narratives should be found to 
agree substantially, it would be reasonable to conclude 
that the story must be true; that the exchange of 
prisoners had actually taken place, and that the 
extraordinary flight across Russia which had been 
preliminary to the exchange was an accomplished fact. ' 
Accordingly Fu Chu Ling packed a portmanteau, 
gave his landlady to understand that he was going to 
Dresden for a fortnight and that she was to keep any 
letters arriving for him until his return; and then set 
out for Odessa. 








CHAPTER VIII 


FU CIIU LING OBTAINS HIS FIRST CLUE 

Upon his arrival in the city, the Chinaman learned 
without surprise that the trial of the two officers 
charged with the crime of conspiring to defeat the ends 
of justice by consenting to an exchange of prisoners 
was over, that the charge had been conclusively 
proved against them, that they had been adjudged 
guilty, and were now in prison in the city, awaiting 
deportation to Sakhalien under a sentence of transporta¬ 
tion for life. 

From Fu Chu Ling's point of view nothing could be 
better; the men were there, in the same city with 
himself, and could not get away; they had been 
convicted and sentenced, and there was therefore no 
reason at all why they should now equivocate or 
attempt to deceive; and although they were 
imprisoned and, doubtless, so rigorously watched and 
guarded that escape would be impossible, he had very 
little difficulty in believing that, by a liberal expendi¬ 
ture of money in the right direction, he would be able 
to secure the interview he desired with both prisoners. 

He began operations by boldly approaching the 
governor of the prison and explaining in just so many 
words that he desired permission to visit the Captains 
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Kropotkin and Popovski in their cells, and to enjoy 
unrestricted conversation with them ; and he was not 
in the least surprised or disconcerted when the governor 
gruffly and curtly informed him that such a privilege 
was absolutely impossible. He replied—they were 
alone at the time—by requesting the governor to do 
him the favour of accepting a one-thousand-rouble 
note ; and when the proffered gift was refused with a 
great show of virtuous indignation, the Chinaman 
calmly replaced the note in his wallet and rose, grace¬ 
fully apologising for the liberty he had taken, and 
politely expressing his regret at having intruded upon 
the governor's privacy and occupied so much of his 
valuable time. Whereupon the governor, somewhat 
modifying his ungraciousness of manner, requested 
his visitor to resume his seat, and demanded to know 
his reason for desiring to interview these two prisoners. 
To this Fu Chu Ling replied with engaging simplicity 
and frankness that he was a Chinaman of the advanced 
school who took so keen an interest in the science of 
aeronautics that he had come to Europe with the 
express purpose of studying it in all its branches ; that 
he had chanced upon an account, in one of the German 
papers, of the trial of the two prisoners, and had been so 
profoundly impressed by the remarkable story which 
they were said to have told in their defence that he had 
been seized with the desire to hear all the particulars 
of the extraordinary occurrence from their own lips, 
and to have the opportunity to put to them such 
questions as might suggest themselves to him during 
the progress of the narrative. 

The governor replied that he had in his possession a 
detailed account of the trial, including a verbatim report 


Fu Chu Ling’s First Clue hi 

of all the evidence offered both against and in favour of 
the prisoners ; and if the Chinaman regarded access to 
that document as worth a thousand roubles, it was 
just possible that the matter might be arranged. This 
suggestion, however, did not appeal to Fu Chu Ling, 
for the reason, as he pointed out, that the arrangement 
would not afford him—what he regarded as absolutely 
essential—the opportunity to question the prisoners; 
and it was ultimately arranged that, in consideration 
of payment to the governor of the sum of two thousand 
roubles, " to defray the necessary expenses, 11 Fu Chu 
Ling should enjoy the privilege of one hour’s converse 
with each of the prisoners, separately, in the governor’s 
room and presence, and to question them without 
restriction ; the interviews to begin forthwith. 

The first person to be brought up from the cells was 
Captain Kropotkin, the late commander of the Russian 
convict-ship Ludwig Gadd . He was a typical Russian 
seaman in appearance, of some forty-two years of age, 
blond-bearded and moustached, with the tan of the sea 
air still strongly in evidence upon his face, neck and 
hands, and the unmistakable roll and swing of the 
sailor in his every movement. He was conducted from 
his cell to the governor’s room by a file of soldiers 
armed with rifle and bayonet, in charge of a sergeant, 
who accompanied him as far as the door of the room of 
audience, where they awaited his reappearance. The 
governor signed to the prisoner to be seated, and said: 

" Number one hundred and forty-three, this gentle¬ 
man "—indicating Fu Chu Ling—“ who, I understand, 
has come all the way from China to study the science 
of aerostatics, is deeply interested in the story which 
you told at your trial, and which he desires to hear from 
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your own lips. You have my permission to repeat the 
story, and to reply to any questions connected with it 
which he may put to you. 1 ' 

The ex-captain bowed to the governor and then, 
turning to the Chinaman, demanded in Russian: 

" What, precisely, is it that you wish to know ? " 
To which Fu Chu Ling, also speaking fluent Russian, 
replied : 

" I wish you to tell me the whole story of the 
exchange of prisoners in the Black Sea exactly as it 
occurred. Please begin at the moment when you first 
became personally concerned with the incident.” 

The prisoner did so, describing the incidents in such 
minute, graphic, and voluminous detail that Fu Chu 
Ling was able to draw a perfect mental picture of the 
entire occurrence, the story confirming in every particu¬ 
lar the remarkable statement published in the Berliner 
Tagcblatt . Kropotkin concluded with the remark— 
u That, sir, is my story ; and if there is any additional 
information I can give you, I shall be happy to do so.” 

Fu Chu Ling, however, was perfectly satisfied, and 
had no questions to ask ; all he now desired was to hear 
Popovski's story, and learn how far it agreed with the 
amazing narrative to which he had just listened. 
Accordingly the unfortunate Kropotkin was marched 
back to his cell, and Popovski brought in. 

The soldier related his story in almost as voluminous 
detail as the sailor had done, but he had not quite so 
much to tell, therefore he did not take so long in the 
telling of it. But it confirmed in every detail that told 
by Kropotkin; also a word or two was added here 
and there which served to fill out and complete the 
picture. Asked if he had formed any opinion as to the 
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nationality of the persons with whom he had come into 
contact on board the strange ship, he replied that one 
of the party, a short, stout, elderly individual with 
long grey hair, who wore large spectacles and had the 
general air and appearance of a student, was to all 
outward seeming a typical German, and this im¬ 
pression was afterwards confirmed, the prisoner who 
eventually proved to be Count Vasilovich having 
positively declared him to be a certain Professor 
von Schalckenberg, formerly a well-known figure at 
Heidelberg University. As to the other two, it was 
difficult to say, but one of them was certainly a soldier; 
his manner and bearing proclaimed his profession 
unmistakably; and since he wore only a moustache 
and no beard he might possibly be an Englishman. 
The third man had something of a sailor-like appear¬ 
ance ; he wore both beard and moustache, and might 
be either English or German. And in reply to a further 
question, Popovski answered that only the supposed 
German professor spoke throughout the proceedings, 
and he spoke Russian with the fluency of a native; 
the others had uttered no single word from first 
to last. 

This concluded Fu Chu Ling's examination of the 
second prisoner; and he thereupon retired, thanking 
the governor of the prison for having afforded him the 
opportunity to secure two such intensely interesting 
interviews, and not at all begrudging the expenditure 
of the two thousand roubles which those interviews had 
cost him, for in the first place it had procured for him 
clear and definite proof of the existence of the airship 
referred to by the Berliner Tageblatl , and in the next it 
had furnished an important clue—by the mention of 
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Professor von Schalckenberg’s name—as to the direc¬ 
tion in which to seek for further information. From 
the prison the Chinaman returned to his hotel, where, 
shutting himself up in his room, he at once proceeded 
to record in extenso all the information which he had 
extracted from the unfortunate officers, adding at the 
end of the record a number of notes embodying certain 
ideas and suggestions which had occurred to him 
during the progress of the interviews and afterward. 

Having at length completed his task of painstakingly 
writing down every word of the two interviews retained 
by his tenacious memory, the Chinaman asked himself 
whether there was anything further for him to do in 
Odessa; and, the answer being in the negative, he 
dined, called for and paid his bill, consulted the railway 
time-tables, and ascertained that he could very com¬ 
fortably catch a train that, with certain changes, would 
eventually land him in Heidelberg, that ancient seat 
of learning in the University of which Professor von 
Schalckenberg had apparently at one time been a more 
or less bright and shining light. For, having now 
satisfactorily established the fact that an apparently 
perfect airship existed somewhere in the world—an 
airship seemingly as superior to the Zeppelins as the 
latter were to an ordinary balloon—and that Professor 
von Schalckenberg had been intimately associated with 
certain of the doings of that airship, obviously the 
next thing to be done was to get into touch with the 
professor; and Heidelberg seemed to be indicated as 
the point at which the search for him ought to begin. 

At the railway-station the Chinaman bought a bundle 
of newspapers wherewith to while away the first hour 
or two of his journey ; and upon opening them, almost 
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the first item of news to catch his eye was an account 
of the wreck of Ersatz Z. I, in a gale at Karlsruhe, on 
the previous day. 

The account ran as follows : 

Berlin. Thursday . 

" The new Army airship, Ersatz Z . /, which was 
wrecked after descending at Karlsruhe yesterday, 
has been overtaken by the same fate as six of her 
Zeppelin sister vessels. Of fourteen Zeppelin air¬ 
ships built at Friedrichshafen 4 dockyard,* seven 
have now been either destroyed or seriously damaged 
in similar or identical circumstances. Nearly 
£500,000 have been lost in this way since the first 
Zeppelin was destroyed by the force of the wind 
seven years ago. The experts, who explain that the 
ship was destroyed because she had to land at a point 
where there was no shed, overlook the fact that she 
came down at Karlsruhe only because, earlier in the 
clay, she had tried and failed to effect a landing at 
her own station at Oos, near Baden-Baden. After 
having cruised all the previous night and yesterday 
morning for fourteen or fifteen hours, the vessel 
appeared above the shed at Oos at one o'clock 
yesterday afternoon. The strong wind prevailing 
made a descent out of the question. There was also 
an insufficient number of soldiers at hand to help in 
a 1 storm' landing. A regiment of Fusiliers stationed 
at Rastatt was warned, and with the assistance of 
several hundred riflemen the commander of the ship 
attempted to land near St. Weiler. Ropes were 
thrown out and seized by willing hands, but before 
they could be properly grasped a gust of wind struck 
the airship, which was swept off in the direction of 
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Karlsruhe. It was sighted there at two o'clock. 
The vessel battled for an hour and a half with a wind 
blowing at more than fifty miles an hour before the 
commander dared to risk an emergency descent. 
By now the eighteen hours’ supply of petrol had 
been exhausted and one of the engines had become 
defective. The officers and crew congratulated one 
another heartily after they had landed in safety 
after a more tempestuous voyage than any Zeppelin 
had hitherto survived. The wind having subsided 
to some extent, Captain Horn gave orders for 
another ascent, but while preparations were being 
made, disaster overtook the vessel with dramatic 
suddenness. A strange crash was heard. It was 
the snapping of one of the aluminium girders near 
the bow. The work of destruction then set in along 
the entire surface of the 475-foot vessel. Although 
the airship was * anchored ’ on all sides by stout 
ropes held by strong arms, she seemed to be hanging 
almost entirely by the bow, which proved to be her 
weakest spot. The vessel was whirled helplessly 
higher and higher by the wind. The soldiers 
holding the ropes at the stem were lifted 70 feet from 
the ground, and would have been killed if another 
gust had not suddenly plunged the vessel down¬ 
ward. A lieutenant who found himself under the 
bow narrowly escaped being crushed. Dozens of 
soldiers had the spikes of their helmets snapped off. 
Two particularly violent gusts of wind now sealed 
the fate of the airship. The soldiers had long since 
got out of organised control, and each was doing 
what he imagined best to save the ship. Gradually 
the bow caved in. Ballonet after ballonet burst with 


Fu Chu Ling’s First Clue 117 

a report like an exploding shell. Then another gust, 
the most violent of all, struck the vessel squarely 
amidships. All hope of saving her vanished. The 
wind grew more violent from second to second. It 
was now blowing a hurricane. The airship was 
doomed. From within her creaking depths came in- 
creasingly-loud roars and explosions. The aluminium 
framework was already bare for three-quarters 
of its length. There was a desperate scramble to 
save the machinery and other equipment. Captain 
Horn was shouting orders, but they were drowned 
by the wind. The work of destruction was complete. 
Only the battered stem remained undemolished. 
The wrecked vessel had only been in commission 
since January. On February 22 she carried out a 
splendid non-stop cruise of twelve and a half hours 
by night, covering 500 miles at the rate of forty miles 
an hour; while her still more recent flight from 
Friedrichshafen to Berlin and back, and her 
manoeuvres in the presence of the Kaiser, will be 
fresh in everyone's memory.” 

Fu Chu Ling read the above account through 
twice, slowly, allowing every word to sink deeply into 
his retentive memory. The story was well told, and 
the Chinaman's vivid imagination conjured up, as he 
read, a very realistic picture of the giant aluminium 
craft fighting the storm and ineffectively hovering over 
her shed at Oos, which she dared not attempt to enter, 
the reason clearly being that, in the strong wind then 
blowing, she was out of control. Then there was the 
futile attempt to land, with the assistance of several 
hundred riflemen , at St, Weiler. Obviously an airship 
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which was unable to land in a strong breeze, even with 
several hundred men to help her, would be of no earthly 
use to him. If he was to have an airship at all, it 
must be one capable of effecting a landing in all 
weathers without extraneous help of any sort what¬ 
ever ; and such an airship seemed to be the craft of 
which he had heard that very afternoon, which was 
said to have been navigated and handled by a crew of 
only four men. That was exactly the kind of airship 
which he had pictured to himself as the indispensable 
instrument when he first began to dream his dream of 
world-conquest; and Professor von Schalckenberg, 
late of Heidelberg University, would doubtless be able 
to tell him many very interesting things concerning her. 
Therefore Professor von Schalckenberg must be found 
and interviewed. 

It was characteristic of Fu Chu Ling's infinitely 
patient, tortuous methods of procedure that he never 
asked a direct question that might by any chance 
betray the object he had in view, or indeed performed 
an act of any kind which might have a similar result; 
he greatly preferred to obtain what he wanted by 
indirect, not to say roundabout, methods ; hence upon 
his arrival in Heidelberg, instead of going to one of the 
best hotels, as any ordinary mortal in his position 
would have done, he sought and obtained quarters in 
a somewhat dingy boarding-house in the immediate 
neighbourhood of the University, patronised chiefly by 
students; and there he installed himself as comfort¬ 
ably as the conditions would permit. He went to 
Heidelberg with a definite purpose, and this, he 
shrewdly suspected, might be as well served through 
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the medium of the students as of anyone else; he 
therefore adopted the " childlike and bland ” attitude 
of Bret Harte's Heathen Chinee, in combination with 
the manner of the well-educated and thoughtful 
Celestial who had come to Europe to make hLnself 
acquainted with the multitudinous mysteries of 
Western civilisation, and, while not altogether 
ignorant concerning those mysteries, possessed of a 
knowledge that was purely superficial, and extremely 
eager to learn more. In his simple, innocent way he 
laid himself out to become popular with his fellow- 
lodgers, and succeeded so well that in a very short time 
he became upon the most intimate terms with them 
all; thus within a week, without asking a single direct 
question, he learned, among other things, that von 
Schalckenberg had formerly, for several years, occupied 
the Chairs of Chemistry and Metallurgy at the 
University, with very great distinction to himself and 
much profit to the students. The reasons for his 
resignation were not at all clear, it seemed, but it was 
quite certain that the resignation had been entirely 
voluntary, and had been accepted with the utmost 
reluctance and regret by the authorities. Further facts 
in connection with the professor which Fu Chu Ling 
gleaned were, that he had won the reputation of being 
by far the most clever and able chemist who had ever 
occupied the Professorial Chair in the University; 
that he was believed to be an almost universal linguist; 
that he was profoundly interested in geography, 
zoology, and geology; and that it was said he had 
acquired or built a bungalow, or something of the sort, 
near the village of Barbizon, in the heart of the Forest 
of Fontainebleau, not far from Paris. This bungalow. 
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it was stated, the professor made his home on the rare 
occasions when he was not exploring some more or less 
wild and remote portion of the earth's surface, and 
it was rumoured that in the extensive grounds attached 
to the bungalow he had built a museum in which 
suitably to store and set up the various trophies of one 
kind and another secured in the course of his travels. 

This was, in substance, the full extent of the infor¬ 
mation, regarded by Fu Chu Ling as vital, which 
he acquired concerning Professor von Schalckenberg 
during his brief sojourn in Heidelberg. But it was 
sufficient; for the Chinaman now knew—or believed 
he knew—where to put his hand upon the man he 
sought to get into touch with—namely, at his bungalow 
near Barbizon, Obviously, therefore, the next thing 
to be done was to proceed to Barbizon ; and thither he 
accordingly went. 



CHAPTER IX 


CHECK ! 

Fu Chu Ling reached his destination by way of 
Paris, where he spent a long evening making certain 
inquiries, and proceeding next morning by train to 
Melun, at which place he arrived in time for luncheon. 
This meal he took in a restaurant quite close to the 
railway-station, and, as chance would have it, he was 
served by a particularly garrulous waiter who, recognis¬ 
ing his customer as a foreigner, very obligingly informed 
him as to the various objects worthy of a visit in and 
about the town. In return the customer casually 
mentioned that his chief object in visiting Melun was 
to explore the forest; whereupon the waiter, who 
happened to be a native of the district, poured forth a 
perfect flood of interesting information relating to 
the neighbourhood generally, coupled with the sugges¬ 
tion that to explore the forest as it ought to be explored 
at least a week would be necessary. He added that, if 
monsieur could spare so much time, he would do well 
to make his headquarters at Barbizon, putting up at 
the Lion d'Or, the proprietor of which hostelry 
happened, by a most happy coincidence, to be his 
(the waiter's) brother-in-law. He (the waiter) could, 
from intimate personal knowledge, very strongly 
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recommend the Lion d’Or as an hotel where monsieur 
would be made absolutely comfortable; and if the 
suggestion were approved by monsieur, he, Anatole 
Boulanger, would be delighted to write a letter to his 
brother-in-law commending monsieur to his especial 
care. 

The Chinaman accorded to this most friendly and 
generous offer the full consideration which it merited, 
and at length, with finely-assumed simplicity of 
manner, declared that, being an entire stranger to the 
locality, he had come to the conclusion that he could 
not do better than accept Monsieur Boulanger's very 
kind offer and decide to test for a day or two the 
resources of the Lion d'Or. Accordingly Fu Chu 
Ling found himself, an hour later, the occupant of a 
era zy fiacre in which he had been placed by the obliging 
Anatole, who had given the cocker explicit instructions 
to deposit his fare at the Lion d’Or, in the village of 
Barbizon, and had also entrusted him with a letter to 
the landlord, containing instructions to the latter to 
bleed the Chinaman freely, and while so doing to bear 
carefully in mind that the writer would expect a liberal 
commission upon the amount of the unsophisticated 
foreigner's bill. 

The Lion d'Or is—or was when Fu Chu Ling visited it 
—a by no means bad little inn, and mine host, Monsieur 
Pierre Simon, knew well how to make his guests 
comfortable; the Chinaman therefore found himself 
veiy well placed when the landlord, after having care¬ 
fully read his brother-in-law’s letter, unhesitatingly 
established his guest in the best chamber in the house 
and generally took him under his wing. Monsieur 
Simon had been duly informed by Monsieur Boulanger 
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of the foreigner's desire to explore the forest, and was 
full of suggestions having this object in view, the 
acceptance of which would have kept even the most 
indefatigable of sightseers busy for at least a month. 
Also he had a vast amount of more or less interesting 
information to impart, to all of which the Chinaman 
listened with the most perfectly charming politeness; 
it is therefore not to be wondered at that, before 
Monsieur Simon had completely exhausted himself, the 
stranger should have learned that the distinguished 
savant, the Herr Professor von Schalckenberg, late of 
Heidelberg University—of whom Monsieur would of 
course have heard—had honoured Barbizon and 
displayed his good taste by acquiring some ten acres 
of ground in a most picturesque spot, situate about a 
mile from the village, whereon he had built himself a 
charming bungalow, to which he was wont to retire 
when engaged upon research of an exceptionally 
absorbing character, the perfect seclusion and quiet of 
the place rendering it peculiarly favourable for intense 
intellectual effort. 

Finally, when he had talked for more than an hour, 
and had succeeded in bringing an expression of some¬ 
thing resembling interest into his guest’s hitherto 
blankly-impassive countenance, he offered, in a climax 
of enthusiasm, to take the Chinaman for a walk, 
showing him on the way the bungalow of the wonderful 
professor, which offer was accepted by Fu Chu Ling 
with his usual air of placid politeness. 

The bungalow was found to be situate about a mile 
and a half away from the village, in a most picturesque 
and delightful spot affording a very fine view over the 
forest. The entire demesne was surrounded by a high 
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brick wall, the top of which was effectually armed 
against would-be intruders by broken glass ; con¬ 
sequently from the road very little could be seen of 
what was inside the wall, save where it was pierced by 
a high entrance-gate of ornamental wrought iron, so 
ingeniously designed as to be absolutely unscaleable. 
Through this gate the bungalow could be seen—a 
spacious, very pretty one-story structure, surrounded 
apparently on all sides by a wide " stoep " with a 
verandah over it, the ornamental iron supports of 
which were wreathed with luxuriant rose-bushes which 
were already sending forth a few green shoots of leaves 
here and there, while the garden was gay with an 
abundance of spring flowers. The Chinaman was 
politely appreciative of everything to which Monsieur 
Simon directed his attention, going at last even to the 
length of suggesting that perhaps he would call upon 
the professor and make his acquaintance before 
quitting the neighbourhood. He was inwardly much 
disappointed to learn that the great man was just then 
away from home, had been absent for some time, and 
it was not known when he might be expected to return; 

( still, he had discovered what might be regarded as the 
professor's home, which was certainly something to 
the good. 

On the following morning Fu Chu Ling, after an 
early breakfast, left the Lion d'Or, casually remarking 
to Monsieur Simon that he intended to take a long 
walk in the forest, and by a roundabout route made his 
way to the bungalow of Professor von Schalckenberg. 
Passing in through the gateway, he walked up the 
garden-path to the front door of the building, at 
which he knocked and rang with assurance. In 
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response to the summons the door was opened by a tall, 
powerful-looking man of some five-and-thirty years of 
age, whose dress and general appearance suggested 
that he might be a gardener, or a handyman of some 
sort. As a matter of fact he was Jean Francis 
Bazoches, the professor's faithful caretaker, who with 
his wife Amalie constituted the domestic staff of the 
establishment. 

" Have I been rightly informed that this is the 
residence of the distinguished Herr Professor Heinrich 
von Schalckenberg ? " blandly inquired the Chinaman 
in excellent French. 

" You have, monsieur/' replied Bazoches, eyeing 
his visitor up and down appraisingly. 

" Is the professor at home ? M demanded the 
caller, producing his card-case. “ If so, will 


“ The professor is not at home, monsieur," interrupted 
Bazoches. " He has been absent for several months ; 
and I have no knowledge as to when he may be expected 
to return.” 

M Pcsle! ” ejaculated the Chinaman, in accents of 
. extreme annoyance. " That is most unfortunate, not 
only for me, but also for the professor. I am exceed¬ 
ingly anxious to see him upon a matter of the utmost 
importance, both to him and myself—a matter that will 
ill brook delay." 

" I am very sorry, monsieur," answered Bazoches, 
“ but-" he shrugged his shoulders expressively. 

Fu Chu Ling pondered a little. Then— 

" Perhaps I might be permitted to enter and write 
a letter of explanation to the professor, which you would 
forward to him ? " he suggested. 
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“I am desolated, monsieur,” explained Bazoches, 
with appropriate movements of the eyes, hands, and 
shoulders, “ but my orders not to admit strangers 
during the professor's absence are imperative. More¬ 
over, what monsieur suggests would be useless, because 
I have no instructions to forward letters, and no 
knowledge of where to address them.” 

Again Ling pondered for a minute or two. 

" Really this is most unfortunate,” he repeated. “ It 
is of absolutely vital importance that I should find the 
professor without delay. Have you no idea at all as 
to his present whereabouts ; or even where it is possible 
that I might hear news of him ? ” 

" None whatever, monsieur,” answered Bazoches. 

" He may be in Heidelberg-” 

“ No,” interrupted the Chinaman, " he is not in 
Heidelberg, I have just come from there after an 
unsuccessful search for him in that city, I was told 
that I might possibly find him here.” 

Bazoches again scrutinised his visitor, this time still 
more carefully. The man was fully in his master’s 
confidence, and was well aware that the bungalow 
contained secrets which, for reasons best known to 
himself, the professor was anxious to withhold from 
the world at large, and he had been warned to guard 
those secrets with his life, if necessary ; he had there¬ 
fore insensibly come to regard all strange callers at the 
house with a considerable measure of suspicion. And 
this particular caller was undoubtedly a very queer¬ 
looking person indeed, an outlandish foreigner of some 
sort, and therefore naturally to be suspected of ques¬ 
tionable intentions. On the other hand, the professor 
was a great traveller, a man who had penetrated to 
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countries which could only be described as “ out¬ 
landish/' and he had doubtless scraped acquaintance 
with many very queer people; also it was exceedingly 
probable that the professor's fame as a man of science 
had spread to the uttermost parts of the earth, and it 
was quite natural, when one came to think of it, that 
many very queer-looking people should have quite 
legitimate business relations with him. Looking back¬ 
ward, Bazoches could recall to mind many such. 
Perhaps this yellow-skinned, withered-looking object 
might be one of such, and if so, he, Bazoches, would 
be doing his master a very ill service by thwarting 
the man's evident desire to get into touch with him. 
Therefore, after reflecting for a moment, during which 
the above-mentioned thoughts flashed through his 
brain, the faithful servitor remarked : 

" Then possibly, monsieur, if the professor is not in 
Heidelberg, he may be in London." 

“ In London l " ejaculated Fu Chu Ling. “ Ah, yes, 
of course. Anyone may be in London. But London is 
a very big place, my friend; bigger even than Paris, 
I am told. To search London for a man without some 
clue as a guide to his possible whereabouts would be an 
endless task. Perhaps you can tell me whereabout in 
London I should begin to search for him. Has he a 
settled address there ? " 

" If he has, monsieur, I do not know it," answered 
Bazoches. " But "—observing the shadow of renewed 
disappointment that clouded the visitor's curiously- 
slanting eyes—" perhaps it might be possible to give 
monsieur the clue he desires. There is a club called— 
now what is the name of it ? Imbecile that I am, I 
have forgotten it! ” 
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A long pause ensued, during which Bazoches unsuc¬ 
cessfully groped in his memory for the name he wanted, 
then in desperation he turned his head and shouted : 

" Amelie! ” 

In response to which a feminine voice responded, 
from somewhere in the back premises : 

" I am here, cheri. What would you ? " 

“ Come hither, p*tiie t l need thee,” shouted Bazoches. 
And by way of reply a very pretty buxom young woman 
of about twenty-seven years of age appeared, hastily 
drying her bare arms with a towel. 

" What would you, Jean ? ” she repeated, eyeing 
the Chinaman with some astonishment. 

,f Thou hast a memory the most perfect,” remarked 
Bazoches. ” Tell me, now, canst thou recall the name 
of the club in London at which the professor is accus¬ 
tomed to meet his English friends ? ” 

” Surely ! ” answered Amelie. " I remember it 
because of its strangeness. It is called the Migrants*! ” 

" Yes, certainly, that is the name, of course. The 
Migrants'. A thousand thanks, chine. Thou may'st 

go” 

” The Migrants',” repeated Fu Chu Ling, drawing his 
notebook from his pocket and jotting down the name. 
“ I am obliged to you. There is probably but one club 
in London bearing so strange a name; and, if so, it 
should not be very difficult to find. Now, my friend, 
just one word more. Can you give me the names of 
a few of the professor's English friends ? In the event 
of my being unable to find the professor himself, 
they would doubtless be able to help me.” 

“ Without doubt, monsieur,” agreed Bazoches. 
" But ”—his native caution once more asserting itself— 
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“ I am unable to give you any further information. 
Probably, if you make inquiries at the club, you will 
be able to find, if not the professor himself, at least 
someone who may be able to tell you where he is to be 
found.” 

It struck the Chinaman that this might be the case. 
And it struck him also that his pertinacity was begin¬ 
ning to produce a certain unfavourable influence on 
the mind of this servant; he therefore decided to leave 
" well enough ” alone, and be content with the informa¬ 
tion which he had already gained, and which, after 
all, was quite as much as he had hoped for. Accord¬ 
ingly, anxious to produce a good impression, he 
produced a napoleon and offered it to Bazoches, 
preparatory to taking his departure. But Bazoches, 
merely glancing at the coin and noting its value, coldly 
declined the offering, with the remark that he was not 
permitted to accept gratuities from strangers, and so 
bowed the visitor from the door. 

Whilst partaking of a somewhat belated luncheon that 
day, Fu Chu Ling informed his host, who was personally 
waiting upon him, that he had seen as much of the 
forest as he desired, and that at the conclusion of the 
meal he should require his bill and a conveyance to take 
him back to Melun. The announcement came with 
the suddenness and violence of an electric shock to 
Monsieur Simon, who had spent a busy morning devis¬ 
ing schemes for the detention of his guest in Barbizon 
for an indefinite period. But with all his blandness 
of manner, the Chinaman could be inflexible as ada¬ 
mant when it suited him to be so; he smilingly 
dismissed Simon’s suggestions, one after the other, and 
at the conclusion of his meal again demanded his bill 
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and a conveyance, with a calm persistence that drove 
the proprietor of the Lion d’Or distracted in his 
endeavours to squeeze into a bill for two days* enter¬ 
tainment the profits which he had confidently reckoned 
upon making out of his visitor. 


Big Ben was booming the hour of 4 p.m. as the train 
which bore Fu Chu Ling to London glided into Charing 
Cross railway-station and came to a standstill. Some 
twenty minutes later the Chinaman, having waited with 
characteristic patience until, everybody else’s luggage 
having been examined, the porters were at liberty to 
attend to his, found himself explaining to the clerk of 
the station hotel his desire to secure a room for an 
indefinite period. 

Having dined, Fu Chu Ling inquired of the manager 
as to the whereabouts of the Migrants’ Club, and, 
receiving the desired information, chartered a taxicab, 
with the result that in a very short time he found 
himself before the unpretentious portal of the establish¬ 
ment which seems by common consent to have been 
chosen as the club par excellence for all travellers, 
explorers, hunters, and other adventurous spirits who 
find it convenient to have a pied-h-terre of some sort 
in the great metropolis. 

But his researches here were every whit as fruitless 
as they had been at Barbizon. Von Schalckenberg 
had not been in evidence at the club for many months 
past, and the secretary was exceedingly doubtful 
whether the professor was in London, or even in 
England ; in any case he was not in a position to afford 
any information whatever to the Chinaman. An effort 








“ Hold on a moment,” he said. “ It has just struck me that I’m 
about to attempt the biggest job of my life so far, and I may fail. 
In that case 1 shall perhaps never come up again, so l want to take 
just one last look round before l go ” (p. 187). 
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on Ling’s part to obtain an introduction to members 
who might be able to afford information was equally 
unsuccessful; and when, as a last resource, the 
Chinaman suggested himself becoming a member of the 
club, he soon learned that in his case such a step was 
an impossibility. 

For the moment Fu Chu Ling was at a loss. He had 
the feeling of being checkmated. This man—this 
Professor von Schalckenberg—for whom he was so 
sedulously hunting seemed to be as far off as ever, 
elusive, intangible, scarcely more than a mere 
abstraction, almost a myth. How was he to be got at ? 
Write to him ? Certainly the Chinaman would do 
that; but apparently it might be months before the 
letter could reach the addressee’s hands, for the man 
seemed to have no such thing as a fixed permanent 
address. Meanwhile much time was being lost. 

But was there no other way of arriving at the goal 
than through the medium of the elusive professor ? 
This was a new thought for the Chinaman, who, like 
many of his countrymen, clung so tenaciously to the 
one idea that he could give no thought or attention to 
another until that other actually thrust itself upon him. 
As he wended his way slowly and thoughtfully along 
Piccadilly that night, after his unsatisfactory visit to 
the Migrants* Club, several new ideas came to him, 
bom of the setback which he had just sustained. 
Hitherto his one aim and desire had been to get into 
touch with the only man whose name had thus far 
been mentioned in connection with the mysterious 
airship-submarine, information concerning which he 
was so anxious to obtain; but now that the chances 
seemed to be all against the early realisation of that 
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desire, his thoughts turned in another direction. After 
all, he asked himself, why was he so consumedly anxious 
to get into touch with this seemingly unapproachable 
professor ? Was it really so imperatively necessary ? 
Surely, failing the professor, there must be others who 
could give him the information he was so anxious to 
obtain. If the airship really existed—and of this he 
now had no manner of doubt—someone must have 
designed her, and she must have been built somewhere ; 
there were scores, nay, hundreds, of people somewhere 
who could tell him all that he wanted to know about 
her! The problem was, how to find those people. 

This new idea now seized him and clung to him as 
tenaciously as the other had done ; and he lay awake 
in his comfortable room in the hotel for the greater 
part of that night, turning it over and over in his mind. 
Two points in this new train of thought stood out 
prominently, and he repeated them to himself over and 
over again. The craft must have been designed by 
someone, and she must have been built somewhere. 
Who was her designer ? and where was she built ? 
If he could but find the answer to those two questions, 
or even to the first of them, it would matter little or 
nothing to him whether he could or could not find von 
Schalckenberg; indeed, now that he came to think of 
it, he had all along been on the wrong track ; it was 
not so much the professor as the designer of the craft 
that he really desired to find ; the finding of the pro¬ 
fessor was merely a step toward the other and much 
more Important discovery, and—it might be—not a 
necessary step at all. Having arrived at which con¬ 
clusion, the Chinaman curled himself up and resigned 
himself to sleep. 


Check! 133 

Immediately after breakfast the next morning 
f u Chu Ling got hold of the manager of the hotel and 
put to him the question—Were there any books or 
publications obtainable especially dealing with the 
subject of airship-construction ? The manager, who 
took little interest in airships, and whose chief concern 
was to run the hotel to the satisfaction of his employers, 
could not answer the question, but suggested inquiry 
at the nearest bookseller's shop. This advice the 
Chinaman promptly acted upon, with the result that 
he was able to purchase two popular treatises upon the 
subject, the shopkeeper kindly throwing in the sugges¬ 
tion that if his customer required further information 
he could probably obtain it at a certain technical book¬ 
seller's, the address of whom he furnished. A call at 
the latter establishment resulted in the purchase of 
quite a bulky parcel of books, with the suggestion 
gratuitously thrown in that the gentleman might 
possibly find it worth his while to call at the offices of 
the two technical journals, The Engineer and Engineer¬ 
ing, and there prosecute any further inquiries which 
he might desire to make. The net result of all this 
research was that in the course of a week Fu Chu Ling 
became possessed of quite a mass of technical literature, 
not a tenth part of which he was able to understand, 
and also the names and addresses of some half a dozen 
firms which make a speciality of the construction of 
airships and aeroplanes, among them being that of 
Count Zeppelin of Friedrichshafen. 

Armed with these names and addresses, the 
Chinaman felt that at last he must surely be upon 
the right track, and boldly proclaiming himself to 
be the accredited confidential agent of the Chinese 
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Government, he visited each of the establishments in 
turn, obtaining a vast amount of very valuable infor¬ 
mation, including estimates for the construction of 
certain kinds of airships, the plans of which were freely 
exhibited to him, but nowhere seeing or hearing any¬ 
thing relating to the particular airship in which he was 
specially interested, or indeed obtaining even so much 
as a casual hint at her existence. So far from it, 
indeed, that when he put a few discreet questions as 
to the possibility of constructing an airship answering 
to all his requirements, he was simply laughed at and 
told that it could not be done. There was but one 
exception to this, and that was in the case of Count 
Zeppelin, who assured the Chinaman that he could and 
would build such airships—at a price ; but Fu Chu Ling 
had already formed a pretty shrewd opinion as to the 
limitations of the Zeppelin, and when he demanded the 
inclusion in the proposed contract of certain tests to be 
conformed to before acceptance of the completed craft 
the negotiations promptly collapsed. 




CHAPTER X 


ON THE TRACK AGAIN 

Upon the completion of his abortive tour of the 
several establishments which made a speciality of the 
construction of airships and aircraft generally, Fu Chu 
Ling returned to London, moved to do so by some sort 
of instinctive feeling that there only, if anywhere, 
would he obtain the precise information which his 
ill-success thus far only made him the more determined 
to gain by hook or by crook. It cannot be said that 
he returned to London no wiser than when he went, 
for in the course of his tour he had picked up a very 
considerable store of exceedingly useful knowledge on 
the subject of aircraft generally, the scientific data 
which governed their construction, their powers, their 
limitations, and their cost. But that particular kind 
of knowledge, although unquestionably valuable, was 
not what he sought. What he wanted was to discover 
the name and address of the man who designed the 
airship which had brought those two unfortunate 
Russian ex-officers at Odessa into such grievous trouble 
over the Black Sea incident, and that particular bit of 
information he had thus far been unable to obtain. 
Not only so, but he had failed to hear of or get into 
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touch with anyone, the two Russian convicts excepted, 
who had ever seen her, or who had even the most 
remote idea that such a craft existed. In what 
direction was he to turn next ? He did not in the 
least know ; he had not so much as the ghost of an 
idea; and, arrived at such a point as this, nine 
hundred and ninety-nine men out of every thousand 
would have abandoned further effort as useless and 
a waste of time. 

Not so Fu Chu Ling. He was the thousandth man, 
the man who, having put his hand to the plough, would 
never turn back. One of his characteristics was 
tenacity, and that was indomitable. The story of the 
two Russian convicts had convinced him beyond all 
doubt or question that, let the aircraft-constructors 
say what they might, the wonderful airship referred to 
by the Berliner Tageblalt actually existed ; and that 
was sufficient for him. The object of his life now was 
to obtain a craft at least equal to her in efficiency, or a 
still better craft, if possible; and to do that he must 
find her designer. The man existed somewhere — 
always providing that he had not died in the interim— 
and, that being the case, Fu Chu Ling was determined 
to find him, cost what it might! 

Yet he was utterly at a loss as to the direction in 
which next to turn in search of the elusive clue. Fail¬ 
ing more promising inspiration, he repeated his call at 
the Migrants' Club some half a dozen times in as 
many weeks, inquiring on each occasion whether von 
Schalckenberg had yet turned up there, or whether 
any news as to his whereabouts had come to hand. 
And the reply had always been the same—a curt but 
polite negative. 
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It was after making the last of these ineffectual calls 
at the club that the Chinaman, racking his brain for 
inspiration, extended his walk along the Strand into 
Fleet Street, in which busy thoroughfare he found 
himself suddenly surprised by a heavy shower of rain, 
from which, with others, he took shelter under the 
extended awning of a shop. 

For a few minutes he stood there, idly watching the 
ceaseless stream of traffic passing to and fro along the 
street; then his gaze wandered to the buildings on the 
opposite side of the street. As everybody who knows 
his London is aware, the ground floors of Fleet Street 
are nearly, if not quite, all shops, and the shop immedi¬ 
ately opposite the spot where Fu Chu Ling was standing 
happened to be a bookshop, the enterprising proprietor 
of which sought to attract the attention of the passing 
public by arranging his wares in such a fashion that 
the front covers of the books were conspicuously 
displayed. Staring abstractedly at the contents of this 
shop-window, the Chinaman's figure suddenly became 
rigid and tense, for on one of the book-covers he noticed 
a design or representation in silver of what, at that 
distance, appeared to him to be an airship in full flight. 
Watching his opportunity, he dashed across the street, 
regardless of the still pouring rain, and intently fixed 
his gaze upon the book-cover. Yes, he was right, his 
keen eyesight had not deceived him i the design was 
that of an airship flying high above a sea on which 
floated a solitary steamer, with a background of dis¬ 
tant mountainous land. And as the Chinaman gazed, 
fascinated, at the picture, his heart began to throb and 
his breath to come quick, for the airship there repre¬ 
sented upon the book-cover bore all the characteristics 
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of the craft so minutely described by the two Russian 
convicts! 

He entered the shop, and, in response to the shop¬ 
man's polite inquiry, pointed to the book in the window 
and requested permission to glance at its contents. 
The shopman promptly produced a copy from his 
shelves and handed it to the Chinaman, who at once 
opened the volume and turned to the contents page. 
To his amazement and delight, the first line in the page 
referred to Professor von Schalckenberg by name ; and 
a further glance down the column, and a hurried refer¬ 
ence to the text here and there, revealed to him the 
startling fact that, produced in the guise of a highly- 
iraaginative romance, he held in his hand what might 
very possibly prove to be neither more nor less than 
the plain, unvarnished record of the first and second 
voyages of the identical airship-submarine one of 
whose exploits had been related to him by the two 
Russian convicts I He glanced at the title-page, and, 
adopting that childlike and bland air of innocence 
which he had found to be so valuable when seeking 
information of a very special kind, inquired of the shop¬ 
man whether the contents of the book were intended 
to be accepted as a narrative of actual travel, to which 
the shopman laughingly replied : 

" Oh no, certainly not. It is a romance, pure and 
simple, written by an author of a scientific turn of mind, 
the whole story depending for its interest upon the 
discovery of two new and quite impossible substances. 
But, given those two substances, I should say that 
every incident recorded in the book might be quite 
possible. I can recommend the book, sir, if you are 
interested in fiction founded upon scientific facts. 
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You will find it quite entertaining. And I can also 
recommend the sequel to it. Here it is. ,, 

So saying, the shopman produced from his shelves 
another book of similar appearance to the first, bear¬ 
ing on its cover a representation of the same craft, 
this time sailing high over snow-clad mountain-tops. 
Without hesitation Fu Chu Ling purchased both 
volumes, and with them under his arm hurried back to 
his hotel. Arrived there, he at once betook himself 
to his room and proceeded conscientiously to wade 
through both books, finding in the second volume a full 
and detailed account of the adventure in the Black 
Sea which completely confirmed in every detail the 
narrative of the two Russian convicts. 

The perusal of these two romances—as they 
professed to be—proved absorbingly interesting to the 
Chinaman. He learned from them what he had no 
doubt was the true story of the airship's inception, of 
her construction, her secret launch at dead of night 
from the yard on the bank of the Thames where, 
under conditions of the strictest secrecy, she had been 
built; he read of where she had been and what she 
and her daring crew had achieved, and, best of all, he 
gleaned not only several valuable hints as to her 
control and management, but also—priceless informa¬ 
tion to a man obsessed by such ambitions as his—her 
secret hiding-place and how she was to be got at! 

For while reading these two books and eagerly 
absorbing every scrap of information he could glean 
from them, the Chinaman's plans took an entirely new 
and concrete form. It was no longer necessary for him 
to find that will-o'-the-wisp, von Schalckenberg, for 
the books told him—what he was convinced was the 


K 



140 Cruise of* “ Flying-Fish ” 

t ru th—that it was von Schalckenberg himself who had 
both designed and built the Flying-Fish ; that it was 
von Schalckenberg who was the discoverer of the 
wonderful metal, sethereum, of which the craft was 
built, and of the no less wonderful green crystals which 
furnished her motive power ; and he believed he knew 
enough of human nature to feel assured that nothing 
he had it in his power to offer the professor would 
tempt that individual to build for him (Fu Chu Ling) 
a replica of the Flying-Fish, much less an improved 
craft of a similar character. No ; there was but one 
Flying-Fish in the whole world, and von Schalckenberg 
would see to it that there should never be another ; the 
Chinaman felt certain of that. Therefore the professor 
was no longer necessary to Fu Chu Lung ; he could do 
without him ; for his new plan was nothing less than 
the audacious one of stealing the Flying-Fish herself ! 

He knew where to find her. Those two priceless 
books, purchased for a modest half-sovereign, in which 
the whole history of the wonder-ship was told and yet 
cunningly concealed under the guise of irresponsible, 
almost impossible, romance, declared that the craft lay 
concealed in that safest of ail possible hiding-places, the 
bottom of the sea, in a depression known as the Hurd 
Deep, situate somewhere in the English Channel. It 
was characteristic of our Chinaman that no sooner did 
he arrive at this point in his meditations than he went 
out and bought a chart of the English Channel, whereon, 
as he had fully expected, he found the Hurd Deep 
clearly marked. But as he studied the chart it was 
gradually borne in upon him that the Hurd Deep was a 
depression of very considerable extent, so considerable 
indeed that, unless one were possessed of a guide of some 


On the Track Again 141 

sort indicating the precise spot where the craft lay 
hidden, days—nay even weeks—might be fruitlessly 
spent in prosecuting a blind search for a submerged 
ship. That reminded him that he had encounteed 
references in the books to certain " marks ” which, it 
was evident, were used for the purpose of exactly 
determining the ship's hiding-place ; but upon turning 
up the passages he found, to his disgust, that the 
references were altogether too vague to be of the 
slightest use. Of course, the four men who constituted 
the crew of the ship would know what the marks were, 
but Fu Chu Ling never for a moment contemplated 
an attempt to worm the information out of either of 
them ; he recognised at once that any such attempt 
could but result in ignominious failure, with the 
further disadvantage that it would inevitably arouse 
very strong suspicion—and possibly result in his being 
watched, a result which it was now more than ever 
necessary he should avoid. But he felt tolerably 
certain that the men would never trust so important 
an item of information to memory alone ; it would be 
somewhere recorded in black-and-white. But where ? 
Probably every one of them would possess a record of 
it, and where so likely as in their diaries ? True, not 
all of them might have kept a diary of those wonderful 
voyages, but at least one of them would, and that 
one would doubtless be the precisian, Professor von 
Schalckenberg. Yes ; Fu Chu Ling felt confident that 
the scientist, the designer and builder of the wonderful 
craft, would, of a surety, have kept a complete and 
voluminous record of every event of the slightest 
importance that had occurred in the course of the 
Flying-Fish's several voyages, with dates, localities. 
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latitudes and longitudes—in short, every smallest 
detail, even to the record of the exact position of the 
airship-submarine's hiding-place in the Hurd Deep! It 
would be like such a man as the professor to do so ; it 
would be most unlike him not to do so. And what an 
absolutely priceless possession that record would be 
to the man who contemplated the deed which the 
Chinaman had resolved upon 1 
Arrived at this point in his meditations, it was 
inevitable that Fu Chu Ling should instantly decide 
that his first step must be to secure possession of 
Professor von Schalckenberg's diaries, by hook or by 
crook ; for, apart from particulars as to how to deter¬ 
mine the precise spot in the Hurd Deep where the 
Flying-Fish lay hidden, it was certain that those records 
would contain a vast store of information regarding 
the management and control of the craft of inestimable 
value to the man who proposed to steal her. But 
where were those diaries ? The reply came pat. 
Where but in the professor's bungalow at Barbizon ? 
The Chinaman admitted that he himself would never 
be guilty of such a piece of culpable carelessness as to 
leave matters of value in so vulnerable a place of 
concealment as a mere ordinary dwelling-house situated 
in a spot so secluded that it might easily be raided and 
nobody a penny the wiser; but he knew something of 
the peculiarities and the limitations of savants, he 
knew that, while they were apt to be meticulously 
careful and particular in regard to matters of no great 
moment, they were equally apt to be almost criminally 
careless in connection with affairs of vital importance. 
Besides, where else could papers be bestowed, with the 
certainty that he could obtain access to them at any 
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moment of the day or night, should such access be 
necessary ? Also, if they happened to be in the bunga¬ 
low, they would assuredly be well guarded by those two 
dragons, Bazoches and his wife. Reasoning thus, the 
Chinaman came to the conclusion that it was quite as 
probable as not that the professor would keep not only 
his diaries, but also all other important documents, 
locked away in a safe in the bungalow. 

" All other important documents ! " The idea thus 
suggested suddenly arrested the train of Fu Chu Ling's 
thoughts. What other important documents would 
be likely to be found in the safe ? Why, of course, 
those upon which his subconscious mind had long been 
dwelling—the plans and specifications of the Flying- 
Fish ! Ah 1 if he could but obtain possession of those 
absolutely priceless documents, as well as the diaries, 
the Chinaman felt that he would hold in his hands not 
only the means of acquiring full and complete know¬ 
ledge of every detail relating to the ship's structure, but 
also—most important of all—the knowledge of how to 
handle her i 

The Chinaman's mind was made up. He would raid 
the professor's house at Barbizon, and obtain possession 
of every document relating in any manner to the Flying- 
Fish —or what would probably be better still, a copy of 
it! Yes; it was copies , not the original documents, 
that he must take ; photographic copies would be quite 
as useful to him as the originals, and he believed they 
might be obtained without anyone being a penny the 
wiser, while to purloin the originals would be the surest 
way to awaken the most acute suspicion, and in all 
probability lead to the ship being removed to some 
other hiding-place. 
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At this point Fu Chu Ling set himself the task of 
making his plans. Slowly, patiently, and with infinite 
care he worked them out step by step, weighing and 
considering every possible contingency, anticipating 
and providing against every imaginable mishap, 
settling in his mind the precise amount and kind of 
assistance he would require, and making a liberal 
estimate of the cost of the undertaking—for he clearly 
recognised that the success of the scheme must depend 
entirely upon money, of which he must have an ample 
supply. 

It cost the Chinaman a whole day of concentrated 
thought to arrange every detail to his complete satisfac¬ 
tion, but, that done, he became all activity. With the 
help of railway time-tables and his previous experience 
he planned his programme in accordance with which, 
on a certain morning, he boarded the eleven o'clock 
boat-train at Charing Cross, arriving without mishap 
in the gay city of Paris some six hours later. His 
first business, of course, was to secure quarters, and 
these he found, quite to his liking, in a very small, 
unpretentious hotel in the Rue P^piniere, within a 
stone’s-throw of the Gare St. Lazare. 

Having comfortably installed himself, Fu Chu Ling 
proceeded to minister to his bodily comforts, an 
important item of which was an excellent dinner. 
While this was undergoing the process of consumption 
the Chinaman engaged in conversation with the waiter 
who was attending to his wants, and by a few tactful 
questions soon succeeded in extracting the precise 
information which he required. A little later, having 
dined to his entire staisfaction, he sallied forth and, 
entering the first bookseller's shop he came to, 
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purchased a map of the city of Pads, which, with the 
obliging shopman's kind permission, he studied for 
some ten minutes, until he had got the run of certain 
streets pretty well memorised. Then, leaving the shop, 
the Chinaman proceeded northward until he found 
himself involved in the labyrinth of streets clustering 
to the eastward of Montmartre cemetery. The evening 
was by this time sufficiently advanced for his purpose; 
therefore he looked about him as he wandered onward 
until he came to a disreputable-looking cafe chantant , 
which, after a moment’s deliberation, he entered. For 
a full minute or more he stood, darting lightning-like 
glances about him ; then he made his leisurely way to a 
small table at which a solitary man was sitting. With 
a polite gesture in response to the forbidding scowl 
which the occupant of the table directed at him, the 
Chinaman quietly seated himself, and in the act of 
doing so flashed a momentary glance of appraisal at 
his vis-a-vis. It was enough ; he believed he had 
found in that individual a man who would serve his 
purpose. He noted that the fellow was about twenty- 
eight years of age, that his attire was very much the 
worse for wear, that his red flannel shirt was as unclean 
as his person, that his features were pinched, and that 
in his eyes was the dull fire of habitual hunger. The 
expression of his face was sour, sullen, almost ferocious. 
He was sipping a glass of eau sucre from time to time 
in such diminutive doses that it looked as though he 
intended to make the glass last the entire evening. 

Fu Chu Ling signalled a waiter and ordered a large 
tankard of beer. 

The beer was brought, and as the Chinaman lifted 
the tankard to his lips and took a long draught, he 
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noted with satisfaction the gleam of envy and craving 
that leapt into his neighbour's eyes as the odour of 
the beer smote his nostrils. As the Chinaman set 
down the tankard, he glanced across the table and 
remarked: 

" Pardon, but I perceive that monsieur's glass is 
nearly empty. Perhaps monsieur would do me the 
honour to permit that I order it to be refilled. Or 
possibly monsieur would prefer beer, for a change—a 
tankard ? I am a complete stranger in Paris, and 
should be glad to have a companion who would talk 
to me and explain things." 

The man addressed shot a look of mingled inquiry 
and suspicion at the quaint-looking individual sitting 
opposite him. But the Chinaman was wearing his most 
childlike and bland aspect, and the other quickly 
decided that he had nothing to fear from the yellow¬ 
skinned, dried-up person before him ; possibly he might 
be able to make something out of him. So he replied : 

" If monsieur desires to be agreeable I am not the 
man to object." 

Whereupon the waiter was again summoned, a second 
tankard of beer was placed upon the table, and the two 
men drank to each other’s better acquaintance. During 
the somewhat lengthy intervals between the turns they 
conversed together in an apparently desultory fashion, 
although it speedily became apparent to the astute 
Chinaman that his companion was trying hard to 
gauge him, and Fu Chu Ling smiled inwardly as he 
skilfully baffled the other’s somewhat clumsy attempts. 
At length, after the conversation had been proceeding 
for some time, the Chinaman leaned across the table 
and said: 
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" I have been trying, my friend, to make up my mind 
as to the nature of your occupation. I can generally 
make a pretty shrewd guess at a man's occupation by 
his appearance, the expression of his countenance, the 
condition of his hands, and the clothes he wears ; but 
I must confess that in your case I am completely at a 
loss. Would it be very indiscreet of me to- ? ” 

“ Not at all, monsieur/' interrupted the Frenchman, 
who had by this time quite made up his mind—as his 
companion had intended he should—that the Chinaman 
required of him some service of perhaps a more than 
questionable character. “ One reason why you have 
been unable to determine my occupation is, probably, 
because I have none, properly so called. I do such 
work as I am able to get, and I care little what is the 
nature of it so long as I am well paid.” 

" Ah! I think I understand,” returned the 
Chinaman, with a smile. “ In that case it is just 
possible that you and I may be able to arrange a certain 
business transaction to our mutual satisfaction. The 
fact is that I have work to offer a man who is not 
hampered by the possession of a too sensitive and 
scrupulous conscience. Shall we finish our beer and 
then take a little walk together ? ” 

“ By all means, monsieur; I am entirely at your 
service,” answered the Frenchman, Accordingly they 
emptied their tankards, and presently found them¬ 
selves in the open air. 

The apache—for such was the profession or occupa¬ 
tion of the Frenchman—conducted Fu Chu Ling to 
the wretched appartement which he and his partner— 
a pretty but half-starved creature named Lizette— 
occupied, and, arrived there, the first act of the 
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Chinaman was to prime the pair by producing the 
wherewithal to purchase an excellent supper, which 
was in due time sent in from a neighbouring restau¬ 
rant. The wolfish avidity with which the viands were 
devoured confirmed the impression formed by the 
Chinaman that the pair were practically starving, and 
consequently the better fitted to serve his purpose; 
and after full justice had been done to the meal Ling 
opened the negotiations by explaining the precise 
nature of the service he required of them. The 
apache—who answered to the name of Pierre 
Charpentier—expressed himself as quite prepared to 
undertake the task ; and after a rather heated alterca¬ 
tion upon the question of terms, in which Charpentier 
was signally worsted by the Chinaman, a mutually 
satisfactory arrangement was arrived at. 




I 


CHAPTER XI 


FU CHU LING'S EXPLOITS IN BARBIZON 


" Very well, monsieur," said the Frenchman, " if 
you pay all expenses, as well as salary, that puts 
a different complexion upon the matter, and I agree. 
When am I to begin ? " 

“ To-morrow morning," answered Fu Chu Ling. 
" Your first business must be to find some reliable 
person or persons who, for the sum of eight hundred 
francs, will undertake to receive and hold in safe 
custody for a month, or such shorter period as may be 
necessary, two persons, a man and a woman, whom 
you will hand over to them. The prisoners must be 
made quite comfortable, and be well treated in every 
respect; but they must not be permitted to know 
where they are lodged, how long they are to be detained, 
or at whose instigation they have been made prisoners. 
In short, they are to be told nothing. This matter 
arranged, your next business must be to find an expert 
photographer, with a staff of at least eight capable 
assistants, with cameras and all other apparatus 
complete, who will be willing to work hard for three 
weeks or a month in the country, copying plans and 
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other documents which I will supply to them. They 
must be thoroughly expert workers—for we shall have 
no time to spare for the correction of faulty workman¬ 
ship ; and they must also be capable of keeping a 
secret—I will pay them well for their secrecy—and 
they must be prepared to do all their work on films— 
not plates—quarter-plate size, for choice, provided 
that the negatives are clear and sharp enough to be 
enlarged, say, ten times. For this work I will pay the 
photographer one hundred francs per day, and fifty 
francs per day to each of his assistants, provide all 
materials, such as films, developer, and such-likc, 
and supply comfortable board and lodging. Now, 
you have boasted of your knowledge of Paris. 
Is that knowledge sufficiently intimate to enable 
you readily to find the several persons I have 
described ? " 

For a few moments Charpentier remained silent, his 
brows deeply knit in thought. He was mentally 
conning the list of his various friends, trying to pick 
out from among them those who most nearly approached 
the description furnished by his patron. But they 
all seemed to fall short in some respect. Either they 
were not wholly reliable; or they were too graspingly 
avaricious to permit of his making a good profit out 
of them ; or- 

Lizette recognised her companion’s difficulty, and, 
quivering with apprehension lest this perfectly gorgeous 
stroke of business should, after all, slip through their 
fingers, set her wits to work to help him. She knew 
exactly wherein Charqentier‘s difficulty lay. It was 
in finding precisely the right persons to whom the 
custody of the two prisoners might be safely entrusted, 


Fu Chu Ling’s Exploits 151 

and who could be absolutely relied upon to fulfil all 
the conditions of the trust. Woman-like, she at once 
infallibly marked down the only ones who, in the wide 
circle of their somewhat mixed acquaintance, might 
be fully depended upon to do precisely what was 
required of them—no more, and no less. She glanced 
up quickly and said to Charpentier : 

" What about Louis and Jeannette, chin? Would 
they not do ? " 

" The very people! " exclaimed Charpentier, slapping 
his thigh vigorously as his brows relaxed and a look 
of relief came into his eyes. “ Why did I not think 
of them at once? But it is you who will have to 
arrange with them. They do not know me very well, 
nor, truth to tell, do they altogether trust me, I fear. 
But they will do anything for you, so-" 

" Yes, cheri, they will," interrupted Lizette, "and 
you may leave it to me to arrange everything. I 
will see to it that that part of the business goes 
all right." 

Here Fu Chu Ling interposed with a question as to 
who Louis and Jeannette might be. He was informed 
that Monsieur Louis Blanc was a cousin of Lizette; 
that he and Jeannette occupied a house in the Rue 
Givardon, close at hand, where the man carried on a 
snug little business euphemistically described as that 
of a jeweller and goldsmith; but which Charpentier 
indicated, by a series of shrugs, winks, hand-play, 
and a few slang words, was really that of a 
receiver and " converter" of stolen property of 
all kinds. 

As to the photographer and his assistants, Charpentier 
assured the Chinaman that there would be no difficulty 
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at all, as he knew exactly where to lay his hand upon 
the very man of all others best suited to execute the 
particular kind of work which was to be done. Finally, 
after a further half-hour's earnest conversation, it was 
arranged that Fu Chu Ling should call at Charpentier's 
house at four o'clock in the afternoon of the following 
day, when he would find three good, roomy motor-cars, 
containing the entire company and their paraphernalia, 
ready to proceed withersoever he might direct. 

Punctual to the moment, Fu Chu Ling reached 
Charpentier's abode as the church clocks in the 
neighbourhood were striking four on the afternoon 
of the day succeeding that upon which he had made 
the young Frenchman's acquaintance. At that hour 
the street was practically empty, the occupants of the 
frowzy dwellings being for the most part abroad, 
engaged upon their more or less questionable occupa¬ 
tions. But even as the Chinaman halted on the 
pavement opposite the arranged rendezvous and 
gazed about him questioningly, the sound of approach¬ 
ing motor-vehicles reached his ears, and a few moments 
later three cars, closely following each other, swung 
into view at the far end of the street, and presently 
came to a halt alongside the curb, opposite where he 
was standing. They were fine, roomy cars, the first 
of which contained six men in its body, together with 
a quantity of apparatus which, to the initiated, was 
easily identifiable as photographic gear, while Lizette 
proudly occupied the front seat beside the chauffeur. 
The second car contained two young people—who the 
Chinaman rightly conjectured to be Blanc and his 
Jeannette—grinning sheepishly and obviously over¬ 
whelmed with delight and confusion at the novel 
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situation in which they found themselves. In addition 
to these there were three men, presumably photo¬ 
graphers, while beside the chauffeur sat Charpentier, 
who, as the car came to a standstill, nimbly sprang out 
and approached his waiting employer, awkwardly 
lifting his cap as he said : 

" I hope we have not kept you waiting, m*sieu\ 
It has but this moment struck four.” 

" And I have but this moment arrived,” replied 
the Chinaman. " Are your preparations all 
complete ? ” 

41 All complete, m’sieu',” answered Charpentier. 
" We are ready to start whenever you shall give the 
word.” 

“ Then let us go at once,” said Fu Chu Ling, 
“ before our somewhat unusual appearance has 
attracted the attention of any of your worthy 
neighbours.” 

Charpentier led the way to the third car, the whole 
of the back seat in which was vacant, while the front 
held more photographic apparatus. He flung open 
the door for the Chinaman to enter, and closed it again 
as the latter seated himself. Then Fu Chu Ling 
leaned forward and murmured a few low-spoken words 
in the young Frenchman’s ear, whereupon the latter 
nodded, replied, " Right, m’sieu 1 ,” as he again touched 
his cap, and then, turning, sprang in beside the 
chauffeur. He spoke a word or two to this man, and 
waved his hand as a signal to start, whereupon the 
car took the lead, the three cars moving out of the 
street and disappearing from view with such celerity 
that, so far as could be seen, their presence in that 
unaccustomed quarter had entirely escaped notice. 
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Travelling at a moderate speed, they crossed the 
city and eventually left it by way of the Porte dTtalie, 
and, now putting on the pace a little, soon found 
themselves in the country, beautiful, yet already 
beginning to look a little parched with the heat of 
summer. Finally the cars entered the Forest of 
Fontainebleau, and about six o'clock, in obedience 
to an order from the Chinaman, came to a halt in a 
sequestered glade. 

Here Fu Chu Ling alighted and walked to the rear¬ 
most car, where beside the chauffeur sat Lizette, 
beaming with delight at the pleasant change in her 
surroundings. At a sign from the Chinaman she also 
alighted, when he led her and Charpentier aside and 
gave them certain instructions, following upon which 
he discreetly effaced himself, pending what was 
now to happen—for he had no intention to be 
recognised by the victims of his treachery— 
while Charpentier returned to the cars, and Lizette 
hurried away along a pathway toward a house at 
no great distance, which her employer had pointed 
out to her. 

Ten minutes later Lizette—who was gifted with a 
very fair amount of histrionic talent—having worked 
herself up into a very passable imitation of a state of 
extreme agitation, was ringing and hammering clamor¬ 
ously at the front door of Professor von Schalckenberg’s 
bungalow. The result was that, when presently 
Monsieur Bazoches opened the door in response to 
a third frantic attack upon the bell and the knocker, 
he found himself confronted, to his amazement, by a 
young woman with attractive but very flushed features, 
who was wringing her hands and stamping her feet 
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in what appeared to be a very frenzy of anxiety and 
impatience. 

u Hey ! hey! ” he began, in a tone of remonstrance, 
as he flung open the door. " What is all this 
disturbance about ? Who are you, ma’m'selle, 
and-” 

But Lizette was not there for the purpose of being 
questioned ; very far from it. 

Seizing her interrogator by the lapels of his coat 
she shook him vigorously as she shrilled— 

“ Cochon / Speak ! Are you named Bazoches ; 
and is this Professor von Schalckenberg’s 
house ? ” 

“ Yes to both questions,” stammered Bazoches, 
striving in vain to free himself from Lizette’s clutch. 
" But what ? ” 

" Then come with me at once, you and your wife. 
The professor, your master, has met with a bad accident 
out there, close at hand, and he wants you and your 
wife to help me carry him here without delay,” panted 
Lizette. 

11 The professor !—met with an accident!—the 
saints preserve us! ” gasped Bazoches, struggling to 
assimilate the startling intelligence. " What sort of 
an accident-? ” 

" Ciel! ” interrupted Lizette, giving the man another 
violent shake as she very successfully simulated a 
condition of extreme exasperation. 44 What sort of 
an accident ? Do you want your poor master to 
bleed to death while you stand there, staring like an 
idiot and asking stupid questions ? Where is your 
wife—Amalie is her name, is it not ? Hold ! Amalie— 
Amelie ! ”—raising her voice to a scream—” where 


* 



156 Cruise of “ Flying-Fish ” 

art thou ? Come hither and see whether* thou canst 

infuse a grain of sense into the wooden head of this- 

Oh I art thou Amalie? as Bazoches’ wife appeared 
hurriedly from somewhere in the rear of the house. 

" Yes, madame,” answered the new-comer, “I am 

Amalie Bazoches, the wife of-” 

" Then listen, madame/ 1 interrupted Lizette breath¬ 
lessly. " The professor, your master, on his way back 
to his home, has met with a serious accident, and lies 
yonder in the wood, badly injured. He sent me hither 
to direct that you and this stupid, muddle-headed 
husband of yours will come with me and help to carry 
him here before I hasten for the doctor. And Monsieur 
Bazoches, instead of hurrying to his master's assistance, 
stands there asking silly questions 1 ” 

" But of course,” broke in Amelie, promptly infected 
with the stranger's cleverly-simulated agitation. <c He 
is ever thus. In the face of sudden emergency he 
invariably loses the small atom of sense that the good 
God has seen fit to entrust him with. But—come 
thou,” she continued, suddenly seizing her husband 
by the arm—" let us hasten with this good woman to 
the master's assistance, lest the poor man die while 
we stand here prating, and so shall you lose the kindest 
and best master that a dunderhead was ever blessed 
with. Which way, madame ? ” 

" This way,” answered Lizette. " It is not far.” 

The trio set out at a run, leaving the door of the 
bungalow wide open. Ten minutes later the faithful 
but simple Bazoches, after a terrific struggle with the 
four masked men who suddenly sprang out upon him 
from their ambush, found himself, with his wife, 
securely bound, gagged, and blindfolded, in the 
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company of two—to them—unknown persons in a 
powerful motor-car speeding along they knew not 
whither. The other motor-cars, containing all the 
baggage and paraphernalia of the impudent intruders, 
meanwhile made their way at a walking-pace toward 
the bungalow, escorted by Fu Chu Ling, the Charpen- 
tiers, and the party of photographers. 

The little company, led by the Chinaman, promptly 
took possession of the bungalow, and Lizette, having 
first made a hurried survey of the domestic offices and 
satisfied herself as to the efficiency of their arrange¬ 
ments, forthwith set to work to prepare a meal for all 
hands, while Fu Chu Ling, accompanied by Charpentier, 
went through the house and assigned sleeping-quarters 
to his several followers. Then, in the company of 
Monsieur Ldon, the chief photographer, Fu Chu Ling 
proceeded to prospect for a suitable spot to serve as 
a photographic studio, ultimately finding just what 
they needed under the broad verandah at the back of 
the house, where it would be possible to work in 
practically all weathers, and where the light promised 
to be good enough to enable work to be carried on for 
fully twelve hours daily. 

Finally, after dinner, while Ldon and his assistants 
were busily arranging their apparatus and preparing 
generally to start work early on the morrow, and 
while Charpentier and Lizette were equally busy, 
making up beds and attending to other domestic 
matters, Fu Chu Ling gave the library a very careful 
overhaul, and, after skilfully picking the locks of the 
professor’s desk, found, as he had anticipated, a bunch 
of keys, one of which proved to be that belonging to a 
large safe strongly built into one of the walls. And 
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in this safe he found, to his intense satisfaction, not 
only the whole of the drawings and the specification 
relating to the construction of the Flying-Fish , but 
also the professor's private diaries, wherein were 
described at length every incident of the first three 
voyages of the ship. He spent the entire night 
skimming through those closely-written records, finally 
rising from their perusal with the fixed conviction 
that if he could but obtain possession of the wonderful 
airship-submarine, together with the necessary know¬ 
ledge of how to handle her, not only would every inch 
of the earth's surface be accessible to him, but also 
that, by means of her, mines of uncountable wealth, 
inaccessible to others, might be rifled by him for the 
mere trouble of going to them. These advantages, 
however, were in the Chinaman’s estimation merely 
subsidiary ; the stupendous fact which stood out more 
clearly than all others was that, with this ship, well 
manned and efficiently handled, he could terrorise 
every nation on the face of the earth into submission 
to his will, and become Emperor of the World ! 

It was enough ! He would do it 1 


The task of photographing the various plans and 
documents was a formidable one, but it was at length 
satisfactorily completed, and the Chinaman paid off 
and dismissed the staff of photographers. Then, 
exercising the most meticulous care, and assisted by 
copious notes which he had previously made, he 
replaced all the drawings in their original wrappers, 
and deposited them and the rest of the documents 
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exactly where and how he had found them, so that, 
should the professor ever have occasion to refer to 
them, it would be in the last degree unlikely that he 
would suspect they had ever been tampered with. 
Finally, the Charpentiers were set to work thoroughly to 
clean the house and generally restore it to its precise 
condition when their lawless occupation of it began, 
so that, upon the release of the Bazoches and their 
return to the bungalow, there should be no visible 
evidence of that occupation. All this at length done 
to his satisfaction, Fu Chu Ling gave the Charpentiers 
his final instructions, and directing them to call upon 
him and report at his hotel on the following day, 
motored unobtrusively back to Paris with all his 
belongings. The adventure ended when Pierre Char- 
pentier called at the little hotel in the Rue Pepiniere 
to report that Monsieur and Madame Bazoches had that 
morning been conveyed back to the bungalow at 
Barbizon, under such conditions and with the obser¬ 
vance of such precautions as effectually precluded the 
possibility of the good people knowing where they had 
been confined or who had been their goalers. They 
had also been handed a typewritten memorandum 
prepared by the Chinaman, strongly advising them 
both carefully to conceal from their employer even 
the remotest hint relative to their abduction and 
temporary absence from the bungalow, since the 
knowledge of such absence, however involuntary they 
might declare it to be, would inevitably result in their 
dismissal from the professors service, with no chance 
of their ever again securing so comfortable a position. 
This document, it may be mentioned, they several 
times read over and anxiously discussed together, 
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with the ultimate result that, since a most careful 
inspection, on their part, of the bungalow inside and 
out failed to reveal any tell-tale indications of their 
involuntary absence, it would be the truest wisdom 
on their part to follow the suggestion of the mysterious 
document, and say nothing about it. And we may 
safely conclude that they adhered to this resolution, 
since when, some months later, von Schalckenberg 
hurriedly returned to the bungalow, as we have seen, 
to obtain data to assist him in designing the Invincible , 
both Bazoches and his wife kept perfect silence with 
regard to the adventure. 

Having secured his priceless set of negatives, Fu 
Chu Ling's next care was to obtain from them the 
most perfect set of enlarged positives possible. He 
might, of course, have accomplished this by employing 
M. Leon and his assistants to make them ; but he 
knew just enough about photography—and also about 
human nature—to be aware that the only way in which 
those gentlemen could be prevented from making two 
copies of each negative instead of one—and retaining 
one copy for subsequent disposal to the highest bidder— 
would be to maintain an incessant watch over them, 
and this he was not prepared to do. The alternative 
was, of course, to make the positives himself, and it 
was this alternative which he chose. Accordingly he 
arranged with a reputable firm of high-class photo¬ 
graphers to receive instruction in the art of photo¬ 
printing ; and by diligent application he succeeded 
in acquiring the necessary dexterity in about a couple 
of months. He next rented a vacant photographic 
studio, well suited to his requirements, and, stocking 
it with everything requisite, embarked single-handed 
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upon his rather formidable task. In the end he found 
his reward in a complete set of prints that were every 
whit as valuable to him as would have been the 
originals. 

His next task was to extract from these documents 
all the information needed to enable him to handle the 
Flying-Fish —when he had obtained possession of her ; 
and with this object he moved to London and estab¬ 
lished himself in the Chinese quarter of the modem 
Babylon. 

With his accustomed energy Fu Chu Ling threw 
himself into the study of the plans of Professor von 
Schalckenberg’s masterpiece, and with much labour 
and patient research he dug out therefrom item after 
item of information as to the handling of the great 
ship, systematically tabulating each item, as it was 
obtained, in a manuscript book devoted exclusively 
to that purpose. 

At length, however, a time arrived when the China¬ 
man found himself brought to a standstill. A few of 
the drawings contained explanatory notes rendering 
them fairly intelligible to a man of Fu Chu Ling's 
intellectual calibre, but there were others, either 
without notes at all, or merely notes of such a strictly 
technical character that no one but a trained engineer 
could possibly make head or tail of them, and Fu Chu 
Ling found himself faced with the necessity to secure 
the services of a fully-qualified man. “ Well, why 
not ? ” he asked himself. He had long ago ascertained, 
by study of the professor’s diaries, that the Flying- 
Fish was capable of being handled by a crew of only 
four men, but that was under peace conditions; for 
Avar it would be a totally different matter; he would 
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need assistants—a good strong crew ; and why should 
not one of them be a professional engineer ? There 
seemed to be no valid reason against it, and many in 
its favour; therefore he proceeded to look about him 
in search of the man he wanted. 







CHAPTER XII 


KARL RIDDER COMES UPON THE SCENE 


With his accustomed systematic thoroughness, the 
Chinaman began by asking himself what precisely 
were the indispensable qualifications required in the 
man he was about to seek, and the answer was not 
difficult First, he must possess a perfect practical 
knowledge of such machinery as is usually to be 
found installed in, say, a modern battleship or a first- 
class liner. Secondly, he must possess indomitable 
courage; and, thirdly, he must be absolutely un¬ 
scrupulous, since he would be required to operate 
against his own countrymen sooner or later. Where 
was such a man to be found ? 

Fu Chu Ling began by making a systematic search 
in all the great British engineering centres: London, 
Liverpool, the Tyne, Glasgow, Belfast, and elsewhere. 
But, although he was able to get into touch with plenty 
of men possessing the first two qualifications, the man 
who also possessed the third persistently eluded him. 
More than once—many times, indeed—the Chinaman 
believed that at last success had crowned his efforts, 
163 
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for discontented men there were in plenty, men who 
seemed willing even to desert their country and turn 
renegade for the sake of the munificent pay and other 
advantages which Fu Chu Ling offered ; but when it 
came to the point of putting to them the question— 
Were they willing to fight against Britain if called 
upon to do so ? the proposition was rejected with such 
vigour that the only wonder is that " the Chink "—as 
they contemptuously called him—escaped without 
suffering serious bodily hurt. 

But at length the Chinaman found—stranded in 
Southampton—exactly what he was looking for in 
the person of one Karl Ridder, who called himself 
an American because he happened to have been born 
in New York, his father being a German and his mother 
an Irishwoman. From his father he inherited a 
natural bent for mechanics, pronounced atheistic 
views and a red-hot anarchism; while his mother 
had bequeathed to him a blind and ferocious hatred 
of Britain and everybody and everything British. 
The taste for mechanics inherited from his father had, 
by cultivation, developed him into a first-class engineer, 
and his anarchistic tendencies had found a congenial 
outlet in membership of the society calling itself the 
Industrial Workers of the World; while his explosively 
savage temper and his hatred of all things British had 
resulted in his summary dismissal from the post of 
chief engineer of a certain American liner trading 
between New York and Southampton, because of a 
gross insult offered by him to an English lady passenger. 
All this he related to Fu Chu Ling without the least 
reserve, adding that he was more than willing to fight 
against America, Great Britain, or any other country 
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on the face of the earth, for he hated modem civilisa¬ 
tion, and law and order generally, with a very cordial 
hatred. Incidentally he boasted that there was nothing 
in the shape of an engine, whether steam, electric, oil, 
gas, or hydraulic, of the intricacies of which he was not 
the complete master ; and when he closed the catalogue 
of his accomplishments by casually mentioning that 
he was also a first-class navigator, the Chinaman 
unhesitatingly engaged him on the spot; and forth¬ 
with the pair journeyed to London and established 
themselves in a comfortable flat within a stone’s- 
throw of Westminster Abbey. 

In person Ridder was a big, powerful fellow, of about 
thirty-five years of age, a surly savage by nature, but 
furnished by education and a natural gift of mimicry 
with a thin veneer of polished manners which enabled 
him pretty effectually to conceal his surliness and 
savageness when it suited him to do so. Apart from 
this qualification, he was simply a brute in human 
form, with all a savage brute's reckless animal courage ; 
but unquestionably a bom engineer ; he was therefore 
ideal for the Chinaman’s purpose, and no sooner were 
they settled in their flat than Fu Chu Ling took the 
engineer completely into his confidence. He explained 
at length his own stupendous ambition and the means 
whereby he proposed to gratify it; relating his visit 
to Berlin, describing the narrowly-averted mishap to 
Ersatz Z . I which he had witnessed, showing him the 
clipping from the Berliner Tageblatt which had furnished 
the first clue to the existence of a perfect airship- 
submarine, and describing in detail all that he had 
since done with the object of securing possession of 
the Flying-Fish —a narrative which evoked Bidder’s 
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enthusiastic admiration. Finally, the Chinaman pro¬ 
duced the photographic copies of the plans and 
memoranda concerning the craft, patiently explaining 
to his companion everything that he, unaided, had 
contrived to ferret out, and indicating the several 
matters wherein he had found himself baffled. To 
Ridder the study of those plans was an unalloyed 
delight; the ingenuity and simplicity of von Schalcken- 
berg's devices filled him with admiration ; and within 
a couple of weeks there were very few of the Flying- 
Fish's secrets which he had not mastered, save only 
those relating to the composition of sethereum and 
the green crystals, which secrets the professor had 
been wise enough to keep securely locked up in his 
own brain. 

Having accomplished so much, the Chinaman and 
Ridder were satisfied that they had now learned quite 
enough to justify them in the attempt to secure imme¬ 
diate possession of the Flying-Fish ; and diligent study 
of the professor’s diaries had taught them that the 
first step in this direction consisted in obtaining 
possession of the boat which was the usual channel of 
communication between the sunken ship and the 
shore. It had also taught them that this boat, when 
not accompanying the Flying-Fish on her cruises, 
was usually left in charge of a man named Sparshott, 
a yacht- and boat-builder in a small way who carried 
on business at Portsmouth; therefore on a certain 
day the pair, accompanied by a gang of thirty choice 
Chinese ruffians gleaned from the opium-dens of the 
East End of London, journeyed down to Portsmouth, 
and found quarters there within easy reach of each 
other. 
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Having progressed so far, the next thing to be done 
was to ascertain whether or not the boat was still 
in Sparshott’s charge, and the question arose how this 
was to be accomplished without in any way arousing 
the man’s suspicions. It was here that Kidder’s 
sailorly experience became useful. Talking the matter 
over together, the engineer said, in reply to a remark 
made by the Chinaman : 

" Yes, Mr. Ling, you’re quite right. With a boat 
like that in his charge, I guess Sparshott will keep his 
eyes open ; and to have a Chinaman coming about his 
yard would make him suspect something straight 
away. No ; that wouldn’t do at all. The man who 
undertakes to get that boat’ll have to be somebody 
who’ll have a right to go in and out of that yard when 
he likes and as often as he likes; and of us two I’m 
the best man for that sort of game. I’m wise to 
tricks of that sort, and I guess I can see just how the 
thing ought to be done." 

'* That is good,’’ commented the Chinaman. " Let 
me know your plan, my friend." 

" It’s simple enough, and I guess it’ll work as sweetly 
as a ball-bearing running in oil," answered Ridder. 
“ This Sparshott is a yacht-builder of sorts, and it’ll 
be queer if he hasn’t a small yacht or a sailing-boat, 
either of his own or somebody else’s, for sale or hire. 
Very well. I advertise in the local papers something 
in this style : f Gentleman requires use of small single- 
handed yacht for month or six weeks. Apply, stating 
full particulars and terms, to K. Ridder'—at my 
address. 

" Now, for the time being I’m a Dutchman. My 
story will be that I was bom in South Africa and have 
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spent the greater part of my life there, although, of 
course, I've knocked about the world a bit, having 
gone to sea as a boy, and I've had a pretty rough 
time generally. Even now I'm not exactly a million¬ 
aire, but I'm pretty comfortably off, anyway. For 
after a few years at sea I started prospecting, and had 
the luck to light upon a small pocket of diamonds 
which—keeping quiet about it—I worked out. I've 
now enough to live on comfortably and to enjoy myself 
a bit. I've had enough of South Africa, so I’ve come 
to England, proposing to settle down here if the 
climate suits me and I like the life. And I've come 
here because I've been told that the climate of Hamp¬ 
shire is good—something like what I've been used to 
in South Africa. Then, my favourite sports are 
sailing and fishing ; so while I'm finding out how the 
climate suits me I propose to go in for amusing 
myself.” 

" I understand,” replied the Chinaman, ” and 
I think your plan quite good so far. Pray 
continue.” 

" Now,” resumed Ridder, ” it is not at all unlikely 
that this fellow Sparshott will have a boat that he will 
be quite willing to sell or hire, so I reckon upon getting 
a reply from him, amongst others, and if I do I shall 
in due time call upon him. And if he happens to have 
a boat that is at all suitable, I shall hire her—which 
will make me free of his yard and enable me to go in 
and out as I please. Then, if he still has charge of the 
boat belonging to the Flying-Fish, I shall soon discover 
where she is kept, after which it should not be a very 
difficult matter for us to obtain possession of her. 
How does that strike you for a scheme ? ” 
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" It sounds excellent/’ answered the Chinaman. 
" But suppose that the boat should not be in Sparshott's 
charge, how then ? ” 

“ In that case/' replied Ridder, " I think the 
inference will be that the boat is with the Flying-Fish, 
and that the latter is away somewhere on a cruise. 
Should that be so, it seems to me that the only thing 
for us to do will be to hang about here and wait 
patiently until she returns.” 

" Yes, you are probably right,” agreed the 
Chinaman; ” but I hope we shall not be compelled 
to wait. I approve of your plan. Please carry it 
out forthwith.” 

Ridder's advertisement appeared in the local papers 
on the following morning and for the two succeeding 
days; and on the evening of the first day replies to 
it began to dribble in. The next day further replies 
came to hand ; and on the third day still more arrived, 
the entire batch apparently exhausting the resources 
of the neighbourhood. They came not only from the 
local people, but also from Gosport, Ryde, Bembridge, 
Cowes, and Southampton; and among them was one 
signed " C. Sparshott ” and bearing the address of a 
little side-street near the Camber. 

Thereupon Ridder, who was by no means deficient 
in " slimness/' proceeded to act exactly as a man in his 
assumed position might be expected to do. He first 
called upon the local people whose replies seemed most 
promising, and of course he saw plenty of craft that, 
had he really needed one, would have admirably served 
his purpose; but he forebore actually to decide upon 
any one of them, quite frankly stating that he had 
received a large number of offers, and that he intended 
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to inspect them all before finally making up his mind. 
Thus it came to pass that it was not until the fourth 
day after the receipt of Sparshott’s letter that he called 
upon the writer. 

Proceeding to the address given, Ridder presently 
found himself facing a high brick wall, pierced by a 
pair of wide folding doors inscribed : 

C. SPARSHOTT 
Yacht and Boat Builder 
Spar and Sail Maker 
Agent for the Sale and Hire of 
Yachts of all descriptions. 

One of the big folding doors was pierced by a wicket, 
which at the moment of Ridder's arrival was standing 
ajar. He thrust it open and, entering the yard, inquired 
for the proprietor, who in due course presented him¬ 
self. Producing Sparshott’s reply to his advertisement, 
the visitor explained his requirements, and it soon 
transpired that the yacht-builder owned a boat which, 
upon inspection, proved to be everything that could 
be desired; negotiations for her hire proceeded 
smoothly; and when the question of terms arose, 
Sparshott tentatively, and with some hesitation, 
named a sum just fifty per cent higher than he was 
prepared to accept. But, to his own secret joy, the 
stranger made no actual demur; he merely replied, 
" Y-e-s,” in a tone which seemed to indicate that he 
considered the amount amply sufficient. After a few 
moments' pondering, he added: “ Of course that 
includes the services of a man to keep her clean, pump 
her out, and so on. And if I agree to pay that price, 
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it must be on the understanding that I am to have 
access to the boat at any hour of the day—or night, 
whenever the humour takes me, I am rather an 
eccentric person in some respects; and I do not sleep 
any too well. The mood may seize me at any moment 
to jump out of bed, dress, and go for a sail, even though 
it be two or three o'clock in the morning ; or I may go 
out during the day, and if I am enjoying myself, may 
remain out until all sorts of unearthly hours. How 
is that to be managed ? Does anybody sleep on the 
premises ? ” 

" No, sir, they don't,” admitted Sparshott hesi¬ 
tatingly. He did not quite relish the idea of a total 
stranger having access to his yard at " unearthly 
hours,” when there was nobody about to see what 
that stranger was up to. On the other hand, he 
relished quite as little the idea of allowing nine pounds 
a week to slip through his fingers. Besides, after all, 
what was there to be afraid of ? The man, although 
apparently a foreigner—a South African Dutchman, 
he called himself—was evidently far too well off to 
wish to steal anything, even if there were anything 
in the yard worth his while to steal. Moreover, there 
could be no question that he was a sailor to his finger¬ 
tips ; and sailors, especially of this man's superior 
stamp, were usually good, honest, straightforward 
fellows. True, the man seemed a bit eccentric— 
imagine a sailor, of all men, voluntarily turning out 
in the middle of the night or the early hours of the 
morning to go for a sail! Eccentric ? Oh yes, there 
could be no question as to that; but eccentricity was 
permissible to a man who could afford to pay nine 
pounds a week for the privilege of being so. Besides, 
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there were those other owners whose boats this man 
had already seen—would they allow a man’s eccen¬ 
tricity to stand between them and nine pounds a 
week ? Sparshott felt dead certain that they would 
not, therefore— 

" Tell ye what it is, sir,” he exclaimed, suddenly 
casting his hesitation to the winds—“ that there 
wicket gate o’ mine—I’ve got two keys to it, and you 
can have one of ’em. Then you’ll be able to get in 
or out of the yard whenever you wants to. Only be 
sure that you locks the gate a'ter you when you goes 
in or out. How’ll that suit ye, sir ? ” 

“ Excellently,” answered Ridder," if you are quite 
sure you are not afraid to trust me, eh ? ” And he 
looked at Spaxshott with a whimsical challenge in his 
smiling eyes. 

That smile did it. Honest Charley Sparshott told 
himself, reproachfully, that a man who could smile 
and joke like that, after reading the suspicion that 
the other’s momentary hesitation had too evidently 
betrayed, was undoubtedly a man to be trusted ; and 
he hastened to assure his customer, with warmth, 
that he was not in the least afraid or suspicious of him. 

"Very well, then,” said Ridder; " if you really 
mean what you say, that’s all right. And perhaps 
you had better let me have the key of the wicket and 
the key of the boat’s companion now. As like as not 
I may take it into my head to go out for a trial spin 
to-night, if there is any wind,” 

" All right, sir,” agreed Sparshott eagerly. " I’ll 
send a man off to pump her out and give her a good 
wash down, so’s she’ll be all ready for you whenever 
you wants her.” 
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" Thanks ; I shall be glad if you will," remarked 
Ridden " And now,” he continued, " let us go to 
your office, and I will pay you the first week's hire of 
the boat in advance, and at the same time you can 
give me the keys." 

The spontaneous offer of payment in advance at 
once completely dissipated the last shred of doubt 
that may have lingered in the guileless Sparshott's 
mind ; the money was paid; the keys were handed 
over; and the two men parted, each thoroughly 
satisfied with his own share of the bargain. 

On his way back to his lodgings Ridder called at the 
Chinaman's hotel and related to his employer the 
substance of what had happened at the boat-building 
yard ; at which Fu Chu Ling was pleased to express 
his satisfaction. The pair then proceeded to discuss 
their further plans, and it was arranged that Ridder 
should visit the yard that very night—or, rather, 
about two o'clock on the following morning—and, 
with the help of a certain bunch of skeleton keys, 
endeavour to ascertain precisely what, if anything, 
was to be found in the floating boathouse which lay 
moored off the yard. This arrangement Ridder 
carried out, with the result that when he met the 
Chinaman, by arrangement, after breakfast, at the far 
end of Southsea Common, he was able to assure his 
fellow-conspirator that not only was the boat they 
were after actually locked up in the floating boathouse, 
but that he had been able to give her a thorough 
overhaul, and had discovered the method of her 
working, as well as the fact that one of her lockers 
contained a suit of diving-armour of the kind mentioned 
in the professor's diaries as used by him when passing 
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between boat and ship and vice versa, while in another 
he had found a long rope ladder which was evidently 
that used for the same purpose, in conjunction with 
the armour. 

The fact of the boat being in Sparshott’s charge 
was strong presumptive evidence that the Flying-Fish 
was at that moment occupying her usual place of 
concealment at the bottom of the Hurd Deep ; the 
two conspirators therefore—having by this time 
assimilated every particle of knowledge that it was 
possible for them to glean from the copied plans and 
memoranda relating to the ship—agreed that the 
moment had arrived when the great coup ought to be 
attempted. There was but one preliminary remain¬ 
ing to be attended to, and that was the matter of 
provisions. It was reasonable to assume that none 
would be left aboard the ship, consequently a sufficient 
quantity must be provided to tide the party over at 
least a fortnight or so until they could obtain their 
full requirements. The problem of how to obtain 
the required quantity and convey it aboard the 
Flying-Fish without attracting attention, and so 
arousing suspicion, presented an unexpected difficulty ; 
but it was quickly met by the resourceful Chinaman. 
He and Ridder made a little motor-car excursion into 
the country northward of Portsmouth ; and at length, 
at a point somewhere between Havant and Bishop’s 
Waltham, they came upon an empty house situate 
in a very lonely spot in the heart of a down, with 
only one farmhouse within sight of it. A narrow, 
unfrequented country road led past it, and the down 
afforded favourable landing for the airship, with 
little risk from observation^; the pair therefore 
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decided to make use of this house as the point from 
which the party would set out upon their conquest of 
the world. The house was to let; but as the con¬ 
spirators required its use for only a day or two at 
most, it was agreed that it was not worth the time 
and trouble that would be involved in renting it 
formally from the firm who had the letting of it; 
they therefore determined to obtain possession 
of it for the short time required by employing 
Fu Chu Ling’s exceedingly useful bunch of skeleton 
keys. 

Returning to Portsmouth, the pair drew up a fairly 
comprehensive list of what would be needed in the 
way of provisions by thirty-two men for a fortnight, 
and that same evening Ridder sallied forth and handed 
over the list to a firm of provision-dealers, instructing 
them to deliver the whole, without fail, on the following 
day, at the house on the down which, with a facility 
for lying gained by long-continued practice, he asserted 
he had rented for a term of years and was about to 
convert into a small factory. The provision-dealers 
accepted the story unhesitatingly, the more readily, 
perhaps, because the American not only paid spot 
cash and refrained from demanding discount, but also 
hinted that if the order were satisfactorily executed, 
others would probably follow. They solemnly 
promised that the whole of the goods should be delivered 
without fail before noon on the following day, and, 
with an eye to future patronage, saw to it that the 
promise was duly fulfilled. 

This matter arranged, Fu Chu Ling and Ridder 
packed their baggage, paid their bills, collected their 
thirty Chinese rascals, and under cover of the shades 
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of night conducted them and their belongings to the 
solitary house, where, having given the headman full 
instructions what to do—and what not to do—the 
two chief conspirators returned to Portsmouth. 










CHAPTER XIII 


THE GREAT ADVENTURE 


It was midnight when Fu Chu Ling and Ridder 
turned away from the garage to which they had just 
returned their hired motor-car. It was a gloriously- 
fine night, with a gentle air from the southward just 
ruffling the surface of the water in the harbour, while 
the almost cloudless sky was brilliant with countless 
stars. The moon, only three days old, had set some 
hours earlier, but the star sheen would afford the pair 
all the light they needed. For they were now on their 
way to Sparshott’s yard, intent upon stealing the 
boat concealed in the floating boathouse, and, through 
her, at last obtaining possession of that greatly-coveted 
craft, the Flying-Fish. 

The curiously-contrasted couple wended their 
way through the streets, observing every possible 
precaution to avoid notice, and they were fortunate 
enough to reach the boat-builders yard without 
encountering anybody more inimical than a party of 
roisterers who thickly bade them " Goo* ni’ M as they 
staggered past. Arrived at the wicket-gate, Ridder 
glanced quickly about him, saw that the lane was free 
of wayfarers, and quickly inserted his key in the lock. 
Another moment and the pair were inside, with the 
wicket locked behind them. 
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Pausing just inside the wicket for a few seconds, to 
accustom their eyes to the deeper gloom of the unlighted 
yard, and to get their bearings, the couple peered 
keenly about them until, assured that there was no 
one near to spy upon their movements, they made 
their way to the little strip of wharf with the vertical 
iron ladder clamped to its face, where it had been 
arranged that the dinghy should be left moored at 
night, ready for the use of the American, should he 
take it into his head to go for a midnight sail in the 
Petrel . 

Arrived at the head of the ladder, it took them but 
a few seconds to descend to the dinghy, when the 
American threw a single scull over the stem and 
deftly sculled the little craft off to the raft, where 
he temporarily made her fast. 

Without the slightest betraying sound the pair 
transferred themselves from the dinghy to the raft, 
the ever-useful bunch of skeleton keys was produced, 
and a moment later the boathouse doors were noise¬ 
lessly opened. Confronting them they now found a 
stout canvas curtain reaching from the roof to the 
deck of the boathouse and extending across the entire 
width of the structure. Pushing one extremity of 
this aside, Ridder whispered his companion to enter, 
himself immediately following and dropping the 
curtain behind him. He next produced a pocket 
electric torch which he flashed for a few moments 
into the interior, revealing to view a fine big, whole¬ 
some-looking boat modelled somewhat upon the lines 
of the splendid craft owned by the Royal National 
Lifeboat Institution, though of much less dimensions. 
Yet, comparatively small as she was, her bulk was 
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sufficient to overwhelm the Chinaman with conster¬ 
nation, and he agitatedly whispered to his companion 
an anxious inquiry as to how on earth they two were 
going to get her into the water. 

” Easily enough,” answered Ridder. “ You forget 
what she is built of. Here, hold this torch for a 
moment, and watch me.” 

He handed over the torch to the Chinaman and, 
bending down, placed his two hands under the swell 
of her bows, when with very little effort he raised her 
bow about a foot from the deck, to the Chinaman’s 
undisguised amazement. 

“ She is so light,” explained Ridder, u that, at a 
pinch, I believe I could launch her single-handed. 
Besides ”—pointing to the deck—“ you see those 
rollers. They Eire well oiled, and run so sweetly that, 
once started, the boat will almost launch herself. 
Now, the sooner we are away from here the better, 
so let’s get to work.” 

So saying, he extinguished the torch, triced up the 
canvas curtain out of the way, and, leading his com¬ 
panion to the inner end of the boathouse, explained 
to him exactly what he was to do. The next moment, 
with the faintest of rumblings, the boat began to 
travel forward over the rollers, and presently, with a 
gentle splash, was afloat. 

" Now, you hold her alongside the raft while I fix 
things so that there shall be nothing to show from the 
outside that anyone has been here,” ordered Ridder, 
who for the moment was the leading spirit, in virtue 
of his nautical experience. And, Fu Chu Ling meekly 
obeying him, the American quickly proceeded to drop 
the canvas curtain, relock the doors, and arrange 
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everything just as he had found it. Then, bidding 
the Chinaman to enter the boat, Ridder cast off the 
dinghy’s painter, which he placed in his companion’s 
hands, climbed into the bigger boat and, gently 
starting her engines—-which were found to work without 
a hitch—he headed the stolen boat, with the dinghy 
in tow, toward the iron ladder on the face of the wharf, 
which they had descended but a short time previously. 
Arrived at its foot, he bade the Chinaman hold the big 
boat alongside, and then climbed the ladder and made 
fast the dinghy’s painter exactly as he had found it, 
so that, should Sparshott chance to investigate, he 
would be left under the impression that his eccentric 
customer had not visited the yard that night. 

This done, the American descended the ladder, 
entered the stolen boat, and with one hand sent her 
engines ahead dead slow, while with the other hand 
he steered. A minute later the boat was clear of the 
Camber and turning to head down the harbour, with 
her engines running so smoothly and silently that 
anyone chancing to catch sight of her might well have 
mistaken her for a shadow gliding over the surface of 
the water. Fortune favoured the thieves, however; 
the harbour was absolutely free of traffic at that 
moment, and the boat slid out through the narrow 
harbour entrance unchallenged and, so far as her 
occupants knew, unseen. Once past Southsea pier, 
the American sped up his engines a little and, giving 
the Spit and Horse Sand forts a wide berth, headed 
out between the Norman and St. Helen’s forts for the 
open Channel. Off Bembridge he sent the engines 
ahead at full speed, at the same time shaping a course 
southward for Sandown Bay. 
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Twenty minutes later Ridder stopped the boat’s 
engines—the little craft being then off Sandown and 
about two miles from the shore—and began routing 
in one of the lockers. In reply to a question from his 
companion as to his reason for the stoppage, the 
American explained: 

" I'm going to experiment with this diving-suit. 
We’ve agreed that, of us two, I'm the man best 
qualified to go down and raise the ship to the surface ; 
but to descend to a depth of ninety fathoms or more 
in a suit which I’ve never previously tested is rather 
too tall an order, even for me, so I propose to put on 
the suit now and go down here. The depth is only ten 
fathoms"—he had produced a sounding-line and 
taken a cast of the lead while speaking—” and if I 
should feel at all uncomfortable, it will be easy for you 
to help me up to the surface ; but at a depth of ninety 
fathoms it will be quite a different matter, and I want 
to be absolutely certain that everything is all right 
before I attempt it. Now, here is the diving-suit, and 
I want you to help me on with it. But first of all 
we’ll anchor the boat and pay out over the side enough 
of the rope ladder to reach the bottom.” 

This was soon done, and then came the task of 
donning the diving-suit. It was not difficult, for 
both of them had very carefully studied every descrip¬ 
tion of the operation which they had met with in the 
professor’s diaries ; and at the end of a quarter of an 
hour Ridder stood fully arrayed, with the front glass 
of his helmet ready to be screwed in. 

41 The dress feels all right and fairly comfortable, 
except that it’s a bit tight,” he announced. “ But that 
can't be helped, and I shall not need to wear it long 
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if we've got the secret right for opening the trapdoo r 
in the ship's bottom. Now, please screw in this glass 
tightly, and make sure that the thread of the screw 
enters properly. If I feel all right I shall point to the 
ladder, and you must help me to lift my feet over the 
gunwale, for they're so heavy I can scarcely move them. 
But if, after a few minutes' trial, I find that the air 
apparatus isn't working properly, I shall point to the 
glass, and you must help me to unscrew it again. 
Now go ahead with the glass." 

Two complete turns, and the glass was firmly locked. 
Then Ridder sat down on a thwart and remained there 
for perhaps three or four minutes, at the expiration of 
which he rose to his feet, pointed toward the gunwale, 
and the Chinaman helped him to and over it. With his 
legs immersed to the knees, the American hung on for a 
few seconds, and then lowered himself down the ladder 
until his feet touched the ground, while Fu Chu Ling 
leaned over the boat's gunwale, gazing down into the 
black depths of the water with absorbing interest. 
As he did so a light shone up from below, blinked three 
times, and shone steadily forth again. It was from 
the electric lamp on top of the helmet which Ridder was 
wearing, and was the signal agreed upon that all was 
so far well, and the Chinaman heaved a great sigh of 
relief. He now expected to see the American at once 
start climbing to the surface again; but instead of 
doing so Ridder proceeded to wander about on the sea 
bottom, here and there, until presently the anxious 
watcher lost sight of the lamp altogether. Not for long 
however; some five minutes later—which to the 
Chinaman seemed at least half an hour—the light 
reappeared, and presently the quivering of the ladder 
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indicated that the diver had begun the ascent. It took 
the man a good ten minutes to mount the exasperatingly 
swaying rope ladder, and when at length, assisted by 
the Chinaman, he climbed in over the gunwale, he 
dragged himself exhausted to the nearest thwart and 
flung himself down upon it, signing to his companion 
to help unscrew the front glass of the helmet. 

€t Phew 1 " he exclaimed, as the glass was removed, 
" Coming up was a job, and no mistake. You see, 
these suits are about four times as heavy as the ordinary 
diving-suits. All right for deep water, no doubt, 
but awfully difficult to move about in at moderate 
depths. But they are grand things, all the same ; the 
air apparatus works perfectly, and I was just as much 
at my ease down below as I am up here. Now, if you’ll 
lend me a hand I’ll get out of this armour, so that I 
can move about easily, and then we’ll be off. I'm 
anxious now to find the Flying-Fish and see what we 
can do with her.” 


It was shortly after nine o'clock in the morning when 
Ridder stopped the boat’s engines and announced to 
his companion the momentous tidings that they 
had reached their destination. With the approach of 
daybreak the weather had undergone a change, the 
wind had fallen away to a stark calm, leaving a low, 
oily swell heaving the boat sluggishly over its gleaming 
folds, the stars had vanished behind a louring, thun¬ 
dery-looking sky, and the air was pretematurally 
clear, revealing every object in sight with startling 
distinctness. Not that there was very much to see: 
the Casquets, Alderney, and Cape la Hague were all 
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clearly visible, with Guernsey looming gloomily in 
the extreme distance to the southward, a few fishing- 
boats lay becalmed on the horizon to the eastward, 
a solitary schooner, also becalmed, was hull-down to 
the northward, and beyond her, to the right and left, 
smudges of smoke were left trailing in the sky by three 
or four steamers passing, out of sight, up and down 
the Channel. 

The conditions could scarcely have been more favour¬ 
able for the adventurers. All the marks required to 
indicate the exact position of the sunken airship- 
submarine were distinctly visible, while there were 
no craft near enough to take an embarrassing interest 
in their movements, and there was no wind to bring 
sailing-craft into their vicinity. True, the mail-boats 
from the Channel Islands would be coming along in 
about a couple of hours, but, with luck, they ought 
to find the ship, raise her, and be away before that 
happened. At Ridder’s request the Chinaman pro¬ 
duced from his pocket a memorandum giving the 
exact bearings of the ship's hiding-place, copied from 
the professor’s diaries, while the American cleared 
away the long rope, with a grapnel attached to its 
end, coiled down in the boat's bows, and made all 
ready to anchor as soon as the sunken craft should be 
found. Then, handing the sounding-line over to his 
companion and instructing him how to use it, the 
American set the boat's engines going ahead dead 
slow, and carefully worked her into position according 
to the indications given on the paper. 

The first, second, and several succeeding casts of 
the lead were without result, to the growing conster¬ 
nation of the Chinaman. Ridder, however, explained 
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to him the exceeding difficulty of exactly hitting off 
all the marks simultaneously, and endeavoured to 
console him with the assurance that no doubt the 
rightful owners of the ship experienced precisely the 
same difficulties as themselves. He was still talking 
to this effect, letting the boat drift with the tide and 
then gently coaxing her up to the marks again, when 
the Chinaman suddenly cried out that the lead had 
touched something and seemed to be sliding upward 
over it. Instantly the American stopped the engines 
and sprang to the lead-line. It was trailing away 
astern of the boat, and as he laid his hand upon it he 
felt that the lead was indeed being drawn upward 
over some smooth surface. Suddenly there came a 
couple of slight jerks, followed by one somewhat more 
pronounced, and then Ridder felt the lead drop some 
three feet. The perspiration of intense excitement 
started out upon.his brow, for his long and close study 
of the plans of the Flying-Fish enabled him to guess 
pretty accurately what had happened. They had 
found the submerged ship , and those three jerks of the 
line had been caused by the lead mounting her guard¬ 
rail and dropping over it on to her deck. He felt the 
lead dragging slowly over the smooth, level surface 
of the ship’s deck as the boat continued to forge ahead ; 
then, as she lost way and began to drift with the tide, 
the line slackened, enabling him to haul in several 
fathoms of it; then it tightened again, the jerks were 
repeated as the lead was again dragged over the rail, 
and as Ridder allowed the line to slip through his 
fingers, he felt the lead sliding rapidly down as though 
it were slipping over such a curved surface as that of 
the Flying-Fish*s cylindrical hull. 
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" It's all right/' he yelled ; " we've got her, by the 
powers ! Take hold l ” And, thrusting the sounding¬ 
line into the Chinaman's hand, he sprang forward and, 
heaving the grapnel overboard, brought the boat to an 
anchor within half a dozen fathoms of the parent-craft. 

" By the Piper ! " he exclaimed, wiping the perspira¬ 
tion from his brow as he came aft and took the line 
from the Chinaman. " Although I talked as I did to 
cheer you up. I'll admit now that I was beginning to 
get anxious lest those other fellows should have 
altered their hiding-place. But it's all right; she's 
down there, sure. I could tell by the feel of her. 
And now that we've found her, the best thing we can 
do is to get a bit of breakfast. If I'm any judge of 
weather, we’re going to have thunder and heavy rain 
before long, and the rain’ll serve as a splendid veil to 
our movements. At present the air is so clear that 
we couldn’t possibly raise the ship without being seen 
by some of those lighthouse chaps, and we don’t want 
that if we can help it. But half an hour's heavy rain 
ought to enable us to do the trick, with nobody a penny 
the wiser." 

The Chinaman agreed that if, by waiting for half 
an hour, or even an hour or two, the ship could be 
brought to the surface undetected, it would be well 
worth the delay; and accordingly the pair produced 
the basket of provisions which they had brought with 
them, and sat down to break their fast. 

By the time that the meal was over, the low mutter¬ 
ing of distant thunder could be distinctly heard at 
steadily-decreasing intervals, while an occasional flash 
of lightning glimmering out of the slate-coloured sky 
over Guernsey indicated that the threatened storm 
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was working up from the southward. There was still 
no wind, but the atmosphere was thickening rapidly, 
and it was evident that before very long the conditions 
would all be completely favourable for the next step 
in their great undertaking ; Ridder therefore proceeded 
to get into the suit of diving-armour again, giving his 
instructions to his companion as he did so. 

" I want you to keep the lamp at the foot of the 
rope ladder alight as long as it is safe for me to raise 
the ship,” he said. " But if a steamer should come 
along, or the rain that will be here in a few minutes 
should cease and the air become clear again, extinguish 
the light, and keep it extinguished until it’s safe for 
me to rise. I shall be able to see the light quite clearly 
from the inside of the pilot-house, for it will only be 
a few fathoms away; and as soon as I'm ready to 
rise I'll switch on the great lamp that stands on the 
top of the pilot-house, and will leave it on for one 
minute, as a signal. In this gloomy weather you ought 
to be able to see the light shining up through the 
water quite clearly. When you see it look out, for I 
shall come up almost immediately.” 

Fu Chu Ling, who was by no means a talkative 
person, indicated his comprehension of these instruc¬ 
tions by a series of nods and grunts, while he helped 
the other to get into the suit of diving-armour. At 
length the preparations were almost complete, nothing 
remaining but to screw in the front glass of the helmet. 
As the Chinaman took this up, Ridder raised a restrain¬ 
ing hand. 

” Hold on a moment,” he said. " It has just struck 
me that I'm about to attempt the biggest job of my 
life, so far, and I may fail. In that case I shall perhaps 
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never come up again, so I want to take just one last 
look round before I go. Not that I mean to fail, if 
I can help it. But we can't be quite sure that things 
will all go just as we expect them to, when I get down 
below. There may be some little detail that the 
professor has omitted to mention which will upset all 
our plans. We can't tell yet. I may not be able to 
open that trapdoor in the ship's bottom. If anything 
goes amiss, I shall have to come up again—if I can. 
But I'm not at all sure that in this rig I shall be able 
to climb between five and six hundred feet up a swaying, 
tricky rope ladder ; and if I can't I'm afraid you won't 
be able to do anything to help me. But don't leave 
me so long as you can possibly hang on. That's all, 
I think. And now, if you'll help me to screw in that 
front glass, I'll be getting along. The job has to be 
done, and hanging fire over it won't help matters. 
Besides, there's the rain coming, and with it our 
chance.” 

Without further ado the American, having satisfied 
himself that the front glass of his helmet was properly 
screwed in, made his way to the boat's gunwale and, 
with the Chinaman's assistance, hove first one leg and 
then the other over the side, then slowly and cautiously 
he groped his way down until he stood waist-deep in 
the water. At this stage he paused for a few seconds, 
then slowly he lowered himself beneath the surface, 
switching on the electric lamps forming part of his 
dress as he did so, and presently all that the Chinaman, 
leaning anxiously over the boat's gunwale, could see 
of him was the gleam of the electric lamp surmounting 
his helmet, dwindling gradually in size and brilliancy 
until quite suddenly it vanished altogether, much to 
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the watcher's discomposure, for he feared that some¬ 
thing untoward had happened to the man—a feeling 
which was greatly intensified when, upon trying the 
ladder, he became painfully aware that Ridder's 
weight was no longer upon it! 

Let us follow the American, and see what—if any¬ 
thing—had happened to him. 

Warned by his recent experience in the negotiation 
of the rope ladder in Sandown Bay, Ridder, during 
the first few fathoms of his descent, took particular 
care to keep the ladder straight and vertical. Then, 
finding that he was progressing very satisfactorily, 
he permitted his thoughts to wander gradually away 
from the business in hand to that which lay before 
him. Was he quite sure, he asked himself, that he 
had clearly in mind all the information needful to 
enable him to obtain access to the interior of the ship 
and to raise her to the surface ? He must satisfy 
himself upon that point before descending any farther, 
for it would never do to go to the bottom of the Hurd 
Deep, only to discover, when he got there, that he had 
forgotten some detail. 

He paused for a moment to consider, and in that 
moment, being off his guard, he allowed the ladder 
to buckle under him, lost his foothold, and was left 
hanging by his two hands. Desperately he strove to 
regain his footing on the ladder, but somehow the 
ladder persistently eluded him. Then—just how it 
happened he never knew—he lost his hand-grip also, 
and felt himself rushing helplessly downward. Un¬ 
speakable horror clutched him. He knew that there 
were nearly five hundred feet of perpendicular height 
for him to fall through before he would touch bottom, 
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and a most unpleasant memory flashed upon him of 
a certain formula relating to the steadily-increasing 
velocity of falling bodies. But the action of the human 
mind is infinitely more rapid than that of a falling 
body, human or otherwise, and the unhappy American 
found time to calculate that a fall of five hundred feet 
occupies, roughly, six seconds, at the end of which 
time it would be rushing downward at the rate of about 
one hundred and eighty feet per second. At that rate, 
what would be the effect upon his particular falling 
body of impact with the ground ? Would it mean 
instantaneous death, or something infinitely worse— 
such, for instance, as the smashing of every bone in 
his body and a lingering, agonising dissolution down 
there at the bottom of the sea, beyond the reach of 
rescue or help ? For moments that seemed to lengthen 
into eternities he breathlessly awaited the shattering 
shock; then it suddenly dawned upon him that the 
speed of his descent had moderated to a most extra¬ 
ordinary degree, and he remembered that he was 
sinking through water , the density and consequent 
resisting-power of which was increasing with every 
foot of his descent, and hope revived within him ; 
the shock might not be so very dreadful, after all. 
While these thoughts were still agitating him he became 
conscious of an enormous shapeless mass, close at hand, 
past which he was descending at about the same 
speed as though he were sliding rapidly down a rope. 
The next moment he struck the ground with a jar 
violent enough to send him sprawling on his back, 
yet not violent enough to cause him any injury. 

Quickly scrambling to his feet, Ridder glanced 
eagerly about him, to find himself enveloped in a 
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gloom almost as deep as night, in the midst of which 
towered the great shapeless bulk already alluded to, 
while within two feet of him gleamed a small but 
brilliant light which he instantly recognised as the 
electric light attached to the foot of the rope ladder* 

The sight of that enormous towering bulk thrilled 
the American as the sound of a trumpet thrills the 
veteran war-horse, and he suddenly realised, as he had 
never done before, that by a stroke of sheer good luck 
it was falling to his lot to become a participator in 
adventures of such a stupendous character as not even 
the most daring romancer had yet ventured to portray. 

He strode forward half a dozen paces and laid his 
hand upon a great wall-like surface rising from the 
ground at a slight " batter ” or slope from the per¬ 
pendicular. He knew instantly what it was ; it could 
be nothing else than one of the bilge-keels of the ship, 
for it was flat, while every other portion of the hull 
was more or less curved. 

One of the bilge-keels. Yes; but which one—port 
or starboard ? It was important to ascertain which, 
for the fact uppermost in Ridder's mind was, that 
behind the starboard bilge-keel was to be found the 
trapdoor by which he hoped to gain access to the 
interior of the ship. How was he to identify the 
bilge-keel alongside which he stood ? 

He considered the question, at the same time calling 
to mind the figure of the ship as represented on some 
of the photographed drawings, and the answer instantly 
came to him. Determine the situation of the ship's 
propeller, and the problem would be solved. 

Ridder glanced upward, and perceived, to his 
satisfaction, that his eyes had by this time become 
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so accustomed to the gloom in which he was plunged 
that it was just possible for him to discern overhead 
the curving outline of the ship's hull sweeping away 
to the right and the left, and in due time he would come 
to one of the ends of the ship, it mattered not which, 
and he would then be able to determine on which 
side of her he was. Accordingly he began to walk 
slowly and cautiously along the sandy sea-bottom— 
suddenly realising with delight that he was moving 
with the utmost ease and freedom, and that he was 
absolutely calm and self-possessed in his novel surround¬ 
ings, and in the course of a few minutes he found 
himself gazing upward at two gigantic sickle-shaped 
objects which he instantly recognised as two of the 
four blades of the ship’s propeller. To determine 
which was the starboard side of the ship was now 
easy; and a few minutes later the American, now 
plunged in Cimmerian gloom, save for the light afforded 
by his two electric lamps, was groping his way along 
the tunnel-like space between the hull of the ship and 
her starboard bilge-keel, eagerly searching for the 
trapdoor in the ship’s bottom. 

This was far more difficult to find than he had 
anticipated, for there was nothing to differentiate it 
in appearance from other sections of the ship’s plating. 
Stop a moment, though 1 One plate—and one only— 
bore upon its polished surface a long, irregular scratch, 
which might, or might not, have been produced by 
accident. It looked very much like the result of 
accident, but, if so, it was rather remarkable that 
none of the other plates should be similarly marked. 
Studying the scratch carefully, Ridder at length 
realised that in its general direction it seemed to point 
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to a certain particular rivet in the jointing of the 
plate. He had carefully read and as carefully assimi¬ 
lated every smallest detail of description in the 
professor's diaries; he therefore knew that, in order 
to open the trapdoor, one had to slide a certain rivet 
a distance of about half an inch. As a beginning he 
tried the particular rivet which seemed to be indicated 
by the scratch, and to his delight it responded to his 
touch, a great flap swung gently outward and downward 
until its edge rested upon the ground, and a black, 
yawning rectangular aperture appeared before him. 
Using the flap as a gangway, Ridder passed through 
the aperture, and the light of his electric lamps at 
once revealed to him that he was standing in the 
" chamber of egress " so frequently referred to in the 
professor's diaries. 

Having accomplished this much, pretty nearly 
everything else was plain sailing to the American. 
He soon found the switch which controlled the light 
in the room, and switched it on ; then he found the 
lever which closed the trapdoor, and operated it; 
while the compressed-air valve by which the water 
was ejected from the chamber was so clearly indicated 
that it was impossible for him to miss it. Two minutes 
sufficed to empty the chamber of water. Then, 
satisfying himself that the emptying-valve had 
automatically closed, Ridder opened the only door 
he could see, passed through it, and found himself, as 
he had expected, in the " diving-room ”—which he 
instantly recognised from the description of it which 
he had met with in the professor's diaries—and, 
looking about him, he found the switch and switched 
on the light which illuminated the room. This done, 
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he proceeded, with much labour, to divest himseli 
of his diving-suit, which, with the expulsion of the 
water from the chamber of egress, had simultaneously 
recovered its normal ponderosity. 

Emerging at length from the diving-room, the 
American, attired only in his underclothing, began 
his ascent of the corkscrew stairway before him, and 
presently reached the door of the engine-room, which 
he opened, taking a peep at the machinery and admiring 
its exquisite workmanship. Pausing for a moment to 
reflect, he turned to the easily-recognisable generator, 
peeped into the hopper and the acid-tanks, both of 
which were nearly full, and then, lighting the various 
electric lamps on his way, as he came to them, he 
rapidly made his way upward to the pilot-house, 
where, after glancing through the ports and satisfying 
himself that the lamp at the foot of the rope ladder 
depending from the boat above was still alight, he 
switched on the great exterior lamp on the top of the 
pilot-house, as a signal to Fu Chu Ling in the boat 
that thus fax all had gone well, and that he was about 
to raise the ship to the surface. 

Kidder's next act was to examine carefully every 
item of the complicated apparatus with which the 
pilot-house was crowded ; and to his great satisfaction 
he found that the designer of the ship had had the 
foresight to label distinctly almost every lever, valve, 
switch, and other means of control in the place, so 
that he anticipated there would be little or no difficulty 
in handling the ship. 

In the course of his investigations Ridder had come 
upon a pair of levers labelled " Grip-anchors," and 
he had at once thrust the levers over as far as they 
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would go, thus releasing the ship's hold upon the sea- 
bottom ; and now, his examination of the pilot-house 
completed, he sat down for a few moments to collect 
his thoughts and recall to mind what he must do in 
order to raise the ship to the surface of the sea. This 
occupied him but a very short time; he had most 
carefully studied the drawings of the ship, as well as 
the various references to the handling of her which 
he had met with in the course of his equally careful 
perusal of the professor's diaries ; and a few minutes 
later the Chinaman, gazing down into the dark water 
at the great disk of white light which shone up through 
it, saw it suddenly disappear, and knew that his 
confederate was now about to raise their prize to the 
surface. He accordingly sprang to the rope ladder 
and feverishly began to haul it inboard; and he was 
still thus busily engaged when a gentle swirl appeared 
upon the surface of the water near the boat, and a 
moment later the great airship-submarine broke 
water and floated with the deck of her superstructure 
about a foot above the surface. Then the door of 
the pilot-house suddenly opened and, although the 
rain was now descending in a perfect deluge, Ridder, 
in his stockinged feet and underclothes, stepped out 
on the streaming deck and waved his hand gaily. 

" It's all right, you see, Mr. Ling,” he shouted, in 
tones of exultation. “ We've got her right enough, 
and here she is. Bring the boat alongside and come 
aboard,” 

” All in good time, my friend; all in good time,” 
replied the Chinaman. ” I have this ladder to draw 
up first, and then the boat's anchor. But I am too 
anxious to see what our prize is like not to hasten as 
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much as possible. You could not have risen at a more 
opportune moment. There is no wind to bring sailing- 
craft near us, and the rain is so heavy that I am sure 
no steamer could see us at more than half a mile 
away.” 

The rope ladder and the boat's anchor were quickly 
hauled in and stowed away, the boat was manoeuvred 
alongside the gangway, and with an ejaculation of 
intense satisfaction Fu Chu Ling stepped up the 
gangway ladder and in on deck. 

" You were so long,” he said, " that I was beginning 
to fear something had gone very seriously wrong with 
you. Have you met with many difficulties ? ” 

" No so many as I expected,” answered the American. 
“ I had what might easily have been a very dreadful 
accident during my descent of the ladder. I somehow 
lost my hold of it when I was only a few fathoms down, 
and fell the rest of the way. I expected nothing less 
than that upon reaching the bottom I should smash 
every bone in my body, and lay there, helpless and in 
excruciating pain, until I died. But the great depth 
of water and its increasing density saved me, and I 
hit the bottom with nothing worse than a nasty jar, 
from which I quickly recovered ; and then, scrambling 
to my feet, I got to business. And here let me tell 
you, Mr. Ling, that it was real smart of you to take 
copies of the professor's diaries; for without the 
information which I was able to pick up through 
reading 'em, I doubt whether I should have been able 
to get thus far. However, as the English say, 1 All's 
well that ends well'; we've got the ship—which is 
the most important thing; and now what we've got 
to do is to keep her. So, to make sure of doing so, 
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we'll hoist in that boat at once, and get away from 
here before anybody has a chance to see us." 

The hoisting-in of the boat was soon done, after 
which the pair, as though animated by the same 
impulse, entered the pilot-house and shut them¬ 
selves in. 

" We'd better get up above the clouds, I'm thinking. 
That’ll be the safest place for us," remarked Ridder. 

The Chinaman nodded acquiescence, whereupon 
Ridder glanced about him, muttering : 

" Let me think, now. To rise in the air, one does— 
what ? I've already expelled the water from the 
water-chambers, and that has brought her to the 
surface. Now I must—yes, I remember, it is the 
densely-compressed air in the air-chamber that's 
holding her down ; that must be discharged ; then 
we shall see what we shall see. Where is that relief- 
valve ? I spotted it a little while ago. Ah ! here it 
is—turned hard on, of course. Now then ! M 

The American reversed the valve upon which he had 
laid his hand; and as he did so a low hissing sound 
became audible, rapidly increasing to a roar, like the 
blowing-off of steam from a safety-valve, as the 
densely-compressed air escaped from the ship's air- 
chambers ; the craft rose rapidly in the water; and 
presently, when the roar gradually decreased again, 
until it finally became inaudible, the Flying-Fish 
floated as lightly as a distended bladder upon the 
surface of the water. 

" So far, so good," commented Ridder, his face 
beaming with satisfaction. “ Now, what's the next 
thing ? Right I I know. Rarefy the air still in 
the air-chambers, and up we go 1 ” 
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He closed the relief-valve, and then glanced about 
the pilot-house until his eye fell upon two dials and a 
certain valve- He placed his hand upon the latter 
and turned it slowly, keeping his gaze fixed steadily 
upon the dial meanwhile. Nothing happened. He 
gave the valve one complete turn, then a second, 
then a third. Still nothing happened; the index 
hands of the dials he was watching remained 
absolutely motionless. 

“ Now, that's very curious,” he exclaimed. “ What 
the dickens have I forgotten ? I looked into the 
engine-room as I came up, and glanced at the 
generator. The hopper and the acid-tank were both 
full, so there should be plenty of vapour available; 
yet apparently there is none. What is wrong, I 
wonder ? ” 

" Perhaps/' suggested the Chinaman quietly, " the 
former owners of the ship, when leaving her, may have 
taken the precaution to turn off the vapour from the 
engines and other parts of the craft. I think it is what 
I should do if-” 

But by this time he was speaking to the empty air, 
for no sooner did Ridder grasp the sense of what his 
companion was saying than, with a smothered ejacula¬ 
tion, he dashed out of the pilot-house and down the 
corkscrew staircase to the engine-room, where a single 
glance revealed to him a valve on the main vapour-pipe, 
obviously placed there for the purpose of enabling the 
vapour to be cut off from the engines and also from 
the ship's air-chambers. He tried it, found it turned 
hard off, and reversed it to its full extent; then he 
leisurely returned to the pilot-house—to find, to his 
dismay, that still nothing had happened, while the 
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Chinaman stood gazing contemplatively out through 
one of the scuttles at the pouring rain. 

41 Well,” remarked the latter, as Ridder entered the 
pilot-house, " was I right in my supposition ? " 

44 You were,” assented Ridder, in accents of disgust, 
41 They had turned the vapour off; but I have turned 
it on again. Yet evidently something is still wrong, 
for here we are, still stuck fast, and likely enough to be 
seen, and perhaps caught, if we don't do something 
pretty quickly. For unless I'm greatly mistaken the 
weather is going to clear very shortly; and when it 
does we're dead certain to be seen. Now, what the 
mischief is it that’s wrong ? " 

" I will go down to the engine-room and look round," 
remarked the Chinaman. “ Perhaps I may be able to 
discover something." 

Descending the corkscrew staircase, the Chinaman 
presently reached the engine-room, which he found 
brilliantly illuminated by several electric lamps. He 
glanced admiringly at the main engines and other 
machinery with which the room was packed, and 
allowed his gaze to rove round the chamber generally. 
As he did so his eye rested for a moment upon the 
generator, and particularly upon the gauge attached 
to the vessel. The gauge registered zero, showing 
that there was no pressure of vapour in the generator. 
He moved over to it, tapped the gauge, failed to elicit 
any response, and then turned his attention to the 
hopper and tank by means of which the generator was 
charged with crystals and acid. Both were practically 
full, yet no vapour was being generated. Why ? 
Suddenly a broad smile illuminated his usually 
expressionless features; his eye had rested upon a 
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couple of small valves, one of which was attached to 
the hopper, while the other was an appendage of the 
tank. Trying them, he found both to be closed tight, 
whereupon he opened them both simultaneously to 
their utmost capacity, employing both hands in the 
process. Then he stood back and watched the gauge. 
The indicator was already moving, slowly but with 
momentarily-increasing speed, advancing from one 
graduation to another, each graduation indicating an 
additional hundred pounds of pressure, until in the 
course of less than a minute it had traversed the full 
length of the arc and was indicating the enormous 
pressure of five thousand pounds to the square inch 
on the interior of the generator. Nodding smiling 
approval at the gauge, Fu Chu Ling turned to leave 
the engine-room ; and as he did so he heard Ridder’s 
voice shouting excitedly from the top of the stairway : 

" It's all right, Mr. Ling; it's all right. We've left 
the water and are rising steadily. Come and see." 


CHAPTER XIV 


A PRIZE WORTH HAVING 

Slightly accelerating his deliberate movements, 
the Chinaman ascended the corkscrew staircase, and 
presently entered the pilot-house, the interior of which 
he found flooded with brilliant sunshine. Pushing past 
Ridder, who was waiting for him at the head of the stair¬ 
way, he went to one of the closed scuttles and looked 
out. The sight which met his gaze was unusual, to say 
the least of it, for it consisted of nothing but a vast 
sea of white, billowy cloud, heaped and piled up in the 
most fantastic and extraordinary fashion, upon which 
the sun was shining with dazzling brilliancy. The 
Flying-Fish had already passed through this vast 
sea of cloud, and was still rising. A glance at the 
barometer showed that the ship had already attained 
an altitude of over three thousand feet above the 
surface of the Channel. 

" Well, Mr. Ling,” exclaimed Ridder," you evidently 
found out what was wrong. What was it ? ” 

“ Simply, my friend, that you had omitted to turn 
on the supply-valves attached to the hopper and the 
tank containing the crystals and the acid. Hence none 
of either could pass in to the generators ; consequently 
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no vapour was being generated. That is all. I turned 
on the supplies, and—here we are." 

Ridder smote his thigh angrily. “ Of course ! ” he 
exclaimed. " That was it! What a fool I was to 
forget about those valves. Well, well; we can't 
expect to know right away every blamed thing there 
is to learn about this ship, can we ? But we'll soon find 
out how to handle her, never you fear. We’ve got 
possession of her all right, and it'll be our own fault if 
we let anybody take her away from us. Now, what do 
you propose to do first ? " 

" The most important thing, of course, is to take on 
board our crew, and the provisions which we have 
ordered," replied the Chinaman. " That, however, 
cannot be done until midnight, therefore I think our 
best plan will be to ascend to as great a height as the 
ship will reach—by which means we shall doubtless 
escape detection—and spend the intervening hours 
in giving our prize a thorough overhaul, and 
ascertaining precisely what her resources amount to, 
and so on." 

" Right-o ! ” responded Ridder ; “ up we go ! " 
And, going to the valve which injected vapour into the 
air-chambers, he turned it full on and sent the ship 
soaring at a bound to a height of considerably over 
twenty thousand feet. 

Leaving the Flying-Fish to take care of herself, the 
pair descended to the grand vestibule, and from thence 
proceeded to inspect the habitable portions of the ship, 
the sumptuous luxury and beauty of which elicited 
from the American the most lively expressions of 
admiration, to which the Chinaman responded merely 
with a grunt which may or may not have expressed 
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concurrence, while he pushed on impatiently toward 
that part of the ship in which, by diligent study of the 
plans, he had ascertained that the magazines were 
situated. Eagerly he flung open the door of the room 
and switched on the lights, enclosed in lanterns glazed 
with enormously thick glass, by which the interior 
was illuminated. The inspection was profoundly 
disappointing, for, while the supply of weapons and 
ammunition which they found would no doubt have 
been regarded as sufficient had the ship been bound 
upon an ordinary exploring or hunting expedition, 
they very clearly recognised that, in the world-war 
which they were arrogantly about to begin, their stock 
in hand would scarcely suffice even for the initial opera¬ 
tions, and that one of the very first things to be done 
must be the establishment of a munitions factory 
capable of turning out a continuous supply adequate 
to meet all possible requirements. Ridder lost no 
time in giving audible expression to this idea. 

The Chinaman agreed; but he also proceeded to 
reassure his companion. He informed Ridder that, 
anticipating the need for such a factory before leaving 
China, he had taken steps to secure its erection, and he 
had no doubt it was by this time ready for occupation. 
He also expressed absolute confidence in the ability 
of the Chinese workmen to produce every kind of 
ammunition required, in any * quantity; and he 
concluded with the assurance that a certain Chinese 
chemist of his acquaintance would undoubtedly be 
able to ascertain the constituents of the crystals and 
acid which were the source of the ship's power, and 
to reproduce them to any amount required. The 
mention of these led to an inspection of the quantity 
o 
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on board; and when the inspection was finished 
Ridder remarked: 

" Judging from the look of things generally, I'd say 
that we've got enough crystals and acid to take us 
several thousand miles, but not an ounce to spare for 
making ammunition. One thing's a certainty, though : 
we've got possession of this splendid, wonderful ship, 
and we ought to be able to do great things with her. 
Now, what are your plans ? ” 

" My plans ? " reiterated the Chinaman. " I have 
but one plan, and that is, as I have already explained 
to you, to become, with the aid of this ship, the Master 
—the Emperor of the World ! But I perceive that there 
are many things to be done before we can attempt 
to start upon our great campaign ; therefore, as soon 
as we have shipped our crew and our stock of provi¬ 
sions, I propose to proceed to Peking and at once put 
in hand the manufacture of the machines for making 
the various kinds of ammunition which we shall require, 
and set my friends the chemists to work upon the task 
of discovering how to produce the crystals and the acid 
which are the breath of life to the ship. After that 
—well, everything will depend upon the success of my 
chemists in the conduct of their researches. The 
task which lies before us will doubtless prove to be a 
formidable one, and it will not be accomplished in a 
day, a week, or even a month, perhaps; but I venture 
to prophesy that it will be within a year/' 

“ No doubt about that—unless some awkward 
hitches occur/' agreed Ridder, rather dryly. " And 
now, Mr. Ling, I don't know how you feel, but my 
appetite reminds me that it's several hours since I last 
tasted food. Shall we have a mouthful or two of 
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something to eat and drink ? And after that I believe 
a few hours 1 sleep will do neither of us any harm. 
What say you ? 11 

The Chinaman agreed to both proposals, and accord¬ 
ingly, after snatching a hasty meal, the pair retired to 
the staterooms which they had already appropriated 
for themselves and composed themselves to rest. 

When Fu Chu Ling awoke and glanced at his watch, 
he discovered that it was already past five o'clock in 
the afternoon. Making his way to the pilot-house, he 
found Ridder already there, busily engaged in over¬ 
hauling the navigating-room, or chart-house, which 
formed the lower story of the structure and in which 
were kept the charts, books of astronomical and 
mathematical tables, the nautical instruments, and, 
perhaps most important of all, the chronometers. 
These last had of course run down, but the con¬ 
tingency had been foreseen and provided for, the 
Chinaman possessing a very fine pocket-chronometer 
which he had taken the precaution to get accurately 
rated and set to Greenwich time only a few days 
before, and by means of this the Flying-Fish's 
instruments were carefully set after being rewound. 
Ridder’s investigation resulted in the discovery that 
the ship was provided with an ample stock of charts 
relating to all parts of the world—every chart, indeed, 
likely to be of the slightest use being found in one or 
another of the numerous carefully-labelled drawers 
of the chart-cabinet which occupied the greater part 
of both sides of the apartment. There was also, in 
addition to the charts, a fine stock of maps of various 
countries, or parts of countries, a few of which bore 
marginal notes, in ink, of an exceedingly interesting 
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character, some at least of which were likely to be of 
the utmost value to the pirates in the more or less near 
future. Altogether the investigation was eminently 
satisfactory to the American, who found that he would 
lack nothing to ensure absolute accuracy in the 
working-out of his navigation problems. He expressed 
his satisfaction in enthusiastic terms—for he rather 
prided himself upon his skill as a navigator—where¬ 
upon the Chinaman remarked, with a smile: 

"lam glad that you are so completely satisfied with 
the appliances you find here ready to your hand, my 
friend, for I foresee that the ability accurately to 
determine our precise position at any given moment 
may be of vital importance to us. Which reminds me 
that I have already a little nautical problem for you, 
which you may as well solve here and now. By way 
of introduction to it, I may tell you that about a 
fortnight ago I chanced upon a paragraph in one of 
the English newspapers mentioning the fact that the 
Messageries Maritimes steamer Giroiide has orders 
to take out with her to Madagascar the sum 
of two million five hundred thousand francs in gold, on 
her next trip. The information did not greatly interest 
me at the moment, but I was reminded of it yesterday 
morning when, by the merest chance, I saw that ship 
gazetted as having left Aden on the previous afternoon. 
Now, I am a wealthy man, but the adventure before 
us is likely to be an enormously costly one, and I 
am beginning to realise that my wealth may prove 
insufficient to bear the strain which, before all is 
accomplished, may be put upon it; I have there¬ 
fore decided to replenish my coffers to the fullest 
possible extent, and I propose to begin by raiding 
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the Gironde s strongroom and appropriating those 
two and a half million francs. The money will no 
doubt be useful, while the attack upon the steamer 
will be excellent practice for us. Now, the Gironde 
having left Aden on the afternoon of the day be¬ 
fore yesterday, where is she at this moment? You, 
being a navigator, ought to be able to answer that 
question.*' 

" Of course," agreed Ridder. " That’s an easy one. 
I’ll soon tell you." 

Turning to the cabinet, Ridder produced a chart of 
the east coast of Africa, showing also the entrance 
of the Red Sea and the position of Aden, which he 
laid upon the table, 

“ Now, then," he said," here we are, and "—pointing 
out a spot on the chart—'* there is Aden. At what 
hour did she leave ? " 

“ Ah! that I cannot tell you," replied the 
Chinaman. “ Have not these steamers a regular 
fixed time for leaving the several ports at which 
they call ? " 

“ Why, no, not exactly," answered Ridder, with a 
grin. " They have not yet quite reached the perfection 
of arriving at and leaving a place to the minute, like an 
express train. As to the hour which the Gironde left 
Aden, it all depends upon when she arrived. Those 
ships call at Aden merely to coal, you know, and the 
job usually takes ’em long enough to give the passen¬ 
gers a chance to nin up to the town, inspect the famous 
Tanks, and take a look in the shops at Steamer Point. 
We shall have to make a guess at the time when she left. 
Call it five o'clock in the afternoon, local time, which 
is just three hours ahead of Greenwich. That was ”— 
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glancing at his watch—" fifty-two hours ago, or there¬ 
abouts. She will probably steam about fifteen knots. 
At that rate she's round Guardafui about—let's see— 
yes, twenty-four hours later, say two o'clock yesterday 
afternoon, Greenwich time. That was twenty-eight 
hours ago. Since then she's been steaming to the 
south'ard, and, allowing that she keeps up the pace of 
fifteen knots, that puts her four hundred and twenty 
nautical miles to the south’ard of Guardafui—there or 
thereabout—at this moment." 

He took up a pair of dividers, measured off the 
distance, and made a pencil-mark upon the chart. 

" There," he said, indicating the mark. " That's 
somewhere about where the Gironde is just now, as 
near as I can get at it with the data you are able to give 
me ; but of course it’s to a great extent guesswork." 

" I see," remarked the Chinaman, peering at the dot. 
" Now, do you happen to know what is her next port 
of call ? ” 

“ I'm not sure,” answered Ridder, ” but I believe it's 
Zanzibar.” 

” And she is still at a considerable distance from 
Zanzibar ? ” queried the Chinaman. 

" Sure 1 About fourteen hundred miles. Prac¬ 
tically four days* steaming," was the reply. 

" Good ! ” commented Fu Chu Ling. " Then, if von 
Schalckenberg has not misled us with regard to the 
speed of this ship, we ought to have plenty of time to 
pick up our Chinese crew at two o'clock to-morrow 
morning, as arranged, and still overtake the Gironde 
before she can reach Zanzibar ? ” 

" You bet! " answered Ridder. u Time and to 
spare. Why "—he made a rapid calculation on a slip 
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of paper, produced another chart and made a measure¬ 
ment upon it—“ we can catch her in about thirty-seven 
hours from the moment of starting, if we rise to what 
the professor calls the * calm belt' and fly at full speed." 

" That will do excellently," approved the Chinaman. 
" Now let us get some dinner—or the best substitute 
for it that we happen to have with us. By the time 
that we have finished, it will be dark enough to permit 
us to descend and ascertain exactly where we are, 
with very little risk of being seen." 

When the pair returned to the pilot-house, about an 
hour later, the twilight was just fading into dusk and 
a few of the more brilliant stars were beginning to reveal 
themselves in the rich deepening blue overhead. Below 
them a thin curtain of dappled cloud still hid the earth, 
except where, here and there, a twinkling light revealed 
itself for a moment or two and then vanished. 

“ I think we may venture to dip down below the 
clouds now and try to find out where we are. What 
think you ? ” asked the Chinaman. 

" Sure ! ” answered Ridder. ” There’s no light to 
be reflected from our hull, and I guess nobody's going 
to see us. We'll risk it, anyway." 

So saying, he opened the main air-valve and admitted 
a certain quantity of air into the partially-exhausted 
air-chambers, closing it again almost immediately as 
the ship began to settle down ; and a few minutes later, 
having sunk slowly through the stratum of cloud, the 
Flying-Fish again came to rest, just beneath its lower 
surface. The two observers in the pilot-house, looking 
out through the scuttles, saw that the ship was floating 
above a great expanse of sea—evidently the waters of 
the English Channel—upon the dark surface of which 
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small blots of deeper darkness, from which twinkled 
almost microscopic points of red, green, and white 
light, were visible here and there. It was many 
degrees darker down there beneath the cloud-bank than 
it had been above it, nevertheless there was still light 
enough to reveal the loom of land both north and south 
of where the airship floated, almost motionless, at a 
height of about four thousand feet above the sea, and 
at various points along that stretch of vague black¬ 
ness which was land there were dotted sparks of 
brilliant light, certain of which alternately appeared 
and vanished with mathematical regularity, while due 
north of the ship a great beam of light swept in a wide 
circle through the thirty-two points of the compass. 

" Ah ! ” exclaimed Ridder in accents of satisfaction, 
" now we shall soon know where we are. Yonder ”— 
pointing to the revolving beam of light—" is Portland. 
That light to the southward of us is La Hague, with the 
Casquets a bit further to the right. And over there 
to the nor’-east’ard are the Needles and St. Catharine’s 
lights. Now, all we have to do is to take the bearings 
of those lights, and we shall find our position exactly.” 

The Chinaman watched with the keenest interest the 
operation of taking the bearings of certain of the lights, 
for he was always intensely eager to acquire knowledge, 
and never forgot what he had once seen. And when 
Ridder had completed the operation and retired to the 
chartroom to plot the bearings upon the chart and so 
determine the ship’s position, Fu Chu Ling followed 
him and insisted on having every step of the process 
explained to him, asking questions freely. When the 
several bearings were plotted, it was seen that the lines 
all converged and met in one point—thus testifying to 
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the accuracy of the observations—and that point, the 
American explained, marked the position of the ship 
at the moment. 

” There we are, Mr. Ling," he remarked, indicating 
the point of intersection, " That is our position to a 
hair. We have drifted a few miles to the nor'ard, as 
you see, during the day, but nothing to speak of; and 
that house where your Chinese are waiting for us to turn 
up bears no'th-east half no'th, distant seventy-two 
miles from us. Now it is much too early for us to think 
of fetching 'em yet, so we'd better go up again to a 
height of ten thousand feet, and then take a nap for 
a few hours, for I feel that I haven't had my full 
allowance of sleep yet.” 

" Very well,” replied the Chinaman, " Let us 
ascend, by all means; and then, if you need more 
sleep, go to your cabin and rest. As for me, I feel no 
inclination for sleep ; I have too many things to think 
about and plan ; I will therefore remain here and keep 
watch until—shall we say midnight ? when I will 
give you a call.” 

” Right! ” remarked Ridder. " That arrangement 
will suit me. Up we go, then.” 

Five minutes later the Flying-Fish was once more 
floating at rest above the clouds, and Fu Chu Ling, the 
would-be Emperor of the World, was sitting motionless 
in the chartroom, with about as much expression on 
his features as is to be found on those of a Dutch doll. 
Ridder had already retired to his cabin, and the 
silence in and about the ship was profound. 

The clock in the chart-room, which had been wound 
and set to correct time, was softly chiming the hour of 
midnight when the Chinaman rose to his feet and, 
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making his way to Ridder’s cabin, rapped upon the 
panel with his knuckles. 

" Twelve o'clock, my friend, and time for us to be 
moving/' he called in response to Ridder’s “ Ay, 
ay! " And a few seconds later the American, who 
had not undressed, emerged from his cabin and followed 
the other to the pilot-house. Once more the ship was 
dropped below the level of the clouds, her position was 
again checked by a fresh set of bearings and found to 
have altered only to the extent of a mile or so, and the 
engines were set in motion by Ridder, who took the 
tiller and brought the ship to her course. 

" There's no wind to-night, Mr. Ling, so we shan't 
be driven off our course," remarked the American, 
“ and in little more than half an hour wc ought to be 
at the house. I hope that chap of yours—your chief 
mate, you know—what's his name ? " 

“ Lu Chi," prompted the Chinaman. 

,f Yes, Lu Chi," continued Ridder. " I was going 
to say that I hope Lu Chi won't forget to light the 
lanterns showing us where to land. It's a dark night, 
and I don't want to make any mistakes." 

" Have no fear, my friend," returned Fu Chu Ling 
reassuringly. " I have talked with those men ; and 
you will find that, whatever else they may do, they 
will never forget or disobey orders." 

Half an hour later the Chinaman, who had stationed 
himself on the look-out at one of the foremost scuttles, 
remarked, without turning round: 

,c We have practically arrived. The circle of lanterns 
marking the spot where we are to land is about two 
miles ahead, so you had better slow the engines and 
get down to within a few hundred feet of the ground. 
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Then one may venture out on deck and see exactly 
where we are.” 

This was done, and with the slowing of the engines 
the hurricane roar of air rushing past the walls of the 
pilot-house died away to a low murmur and then 
became inaudible as the ship's speed decreased ; more 
air was admitted to the air-chambers, and the ship 
dropped slowly earthward until presently, with a gentle 
shock, she came to earth in the midst of the wide circle 
of lighted lanterns which had been arranged as a guide 
for her, and was firmly secured there by means of her 
grip-anchors. Two minutes later Fu Chu Ling and his 
companion emerged from beneath the ship's bottom 
and confronted the crowd of awe-stricken Chinamen 
who, at the call of the watchful Lu Chi, had swarmed 
out of the near-by house to meet them. 

“ Where is Lu Chi ? ” demanded Fu Chu Ling in 
Chinese. 

" I am here, master,” responded the man named, 
in the same language, as he stepped forward. 

" Did the goods arrive from Portsmouth yesterday, 
as I said they would ? ” asked Fu Chu Ling. 

” They did, master,” answered Lu Chi, ” and I care¬ 
fully compared each item, as it was delivered, with the 
list which you gave me. Everything was correct.” 

" Good ! ” approved Fu Chu Ling. " That being the 
case, set your men to work to get everything on board 
the ship forthwith, for we must be far from here when 
the day dawns. Let Hi Sing and Ho Hang step 
forward.” 

The men named did so, and Fu Chu Ling, informing 
the first-named that he would be required to act as 
steward, while the second was to perform the functions 
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of cook, led the pair into the interior of the ship and 
pointed out to them the storeroom where the provisions 
were to be stowed, at the same time directing them to 
supervise the stowage. 

Half an hour later the last package of the consign¬ 
ment passed into the ship through the trapdoor in 
the vessel's bottom, the door was closed and secured, 
the Chinese crew were bestowed in the quarters 
assigned to them, and told that they might turn in and 
sleep until called, and the great ship rose silently and 
unseen straight into the air until she had passed far 
above the canopy of cloud that still overhung the 
sleeping inhabitants of the South of England. 

At the height of ten thousand feet above the level 
of the sea the upward progress of the ship was stayed, 
it being considered, upon the authority of Professor 
von Schalckenberg several times expressed in his 
diaries, that she was now in what the learned professor 
called the calm, or neutral, belt—that is to say, the 
space between the upper and the lower air-currents, 
where the air-movement, if any, is usually but slight, 
and where, consequently, an airship is less liable than 
elsewhere to be deflected from her proper course. 

The engines of the Flying-Fish had not yet been 
started, and—her upward movement arrested—she 
now hung motionless immediately about the spot from 
which she had ascended. As Ridder completed the 
simple adjustments by which she now hung suspended 
in mid-air, he turned to the Chinaman, who stood by 
him intently watching his actions, and said: 

" So ! That little bit of business has been carried 
through all right, and now here we are, up above the 
clouds again, and nobody a penny the wiser. Now,. 
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what's the next move, Mr. Ling ? Are we to go after 
the Gironde , as you thought of doing last night ? " 

” Certainly,” answered the Chinaman. " I do not 
alter my plans without adequate reason. How long 
did you say it would take us to come up with her ? ” 

" I estimated that it would take us about thirty- 
seven hours from the moment of starting, if all our 
data—the speed of this ship, the speed of the Gironde, 
and the hour of her departure from Aden—are correct,” 
responded Ridder. " But as regards the last two items 
we may of course be a bit at fault; therefore I’ve been 
thinking that perhaps our wisest plan will be to make 
for a point, say, forty or fifty miles to the south of the 
point where we expect to find her, and then, taking to 
the water, wait for her to come along. By doing this 
we shall make quite certain of not missing her. More¬ 
over, it'll afford us time to make all the preparations 
necessary for dealing with her, such as mounting a 
maxim-gun or two on deck, and so on.” 

The Chinaman agreed that Bidder's amended plan 
had its advantages, and at once assented to the pro¬ 
posal. A chart of the world was therefore produced, 
the estimated position of the Gironde thirty-seven 
hours hence was laid down upon it, fifty miles added 
thereto, the course laid off, and the distance measured. 

” It’s now,” said Ridder, " just one o'clock a.m. If 
we’re not delayed or driven out of our course by strong 
winds, we ought to be there by three o’clock in the after¬ 
noon of the day after to-morrow—or six o’clock, local 
time. And then we may begin to look out for the 
Gironde .” 

“ That will do excellently,” commented the 
Chinaman. "We will start at once, if you please.* 
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" Right! ” responded the American ; and without 
further remark he started the engines. Then, gazing 
into the compass-bowl, he put the helm over and 
brought the ship’s head round until she was pointing 
in the required direction. 

" Let me think,” he remarked. " I seem to re¬ 
member that there is mention in the professor's diaries 
of a self-steering arrangement for this craft. Yes, I J m 
sure there is; and ”—laying his hand upon a small 
lever—" I guess this looks as though it might be the 
thing.” 

He drew the lever toward him and watched the 
action of the apparatus for several minutes ; then, 
satisfied that it was accurately performing its function, 
he turned to his companion and remarked, in tones of 
the utmost gratification : 

" That's all right. And all that we need do is to 
trot down to the engine-room occasionally—say about 
once an hour—and see that lubrication is continuous, 
and that the supply of crystals and acid is maintained 
in the generator, and the ship will take care of herself 
and run as straight as an arrow to her destination. 
Say, Mr. Ling, the professor was right about the speed 
of this ship. There's nothing in the whole world to 
compare with her. Here we are, over the Channel 
already, and we haven't been under way more than ten 
minutes. See, the clouds are breaking away a bit, and 
we can catch glimpses of the sea through the gaps. 
That headland just astern of us is Selsey Bill. Now 
we can turn in, if we choose, and sleep until the steward 
brings us our morning cup of coffee. But, on the 
whole, I think it would be better for you and me to 
keep watch and watch up here in the pilot-house, at 
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least until we know the ship a bit better and are 
satisfied that we haven't forgotten anything. Will 
you take the first watch, until four o’clock, or 
shall I ? ” 

" I will/' said the Chinaman. " I have no desire 
for sleep, so I may as well remain here.” 

” Right! ” agreed Ridder. " Then I’ll be off and 
finish my nap. You may call me at four o’clock.” 
And therewith the American beat a retreat down the 
stairway and retired to his stateroom. 

Meanwhile the great airship-submarine sped smoothly 
on her way, and three-quarters of an hour later left 
the waters of the Channel behind her, passing over the 
northern coast of France a few miles to the eastward 
of Fecamp, The bank of cloud was by this time left 
completely behind, the air was beautifully clear, and 
in the bright starlight the fair land of France could 
be clearly distinguished stretching away ahead and 
to right and left for what seemed to be an interminable 
distance, sparsely dotted here and there with tiny 
twinkling lights, the bigger towns over which the 
ship swept from time to time being clearly distinguish¬ 
able by the greater number and closer clustering of the 
lights. Here and there also, at frequent intervals, 
the Chinaman, standing at one of the forward scuttles 
of the pilot-house gazing fascinated at the wonderful 
scene around and below him, detected small moving 
jets of flame and luminous smoke and flying sparks 
which greatly puzzled him at first; but at length he 
correctly concluded that they must emanate from the 
locomotives of moving trains, and he was able to form 
a fairly clear idea of the speed of the ship by the ease 
and rapidity with which she overtook and passed those 
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going in the same direction as herself. The hour of 
four a.m. came and passed unnoted by the watcher, 
and long before he expected it the sky away to the 
eastward paled, brightened, wanned to the hue of 
primrose, and up leaped the sun. And as his first 
beams flashed in through the thick glass of the closed 
scuttles, the Chinaman, looking far ahead, beheld a 
range of mountains, some of them snow-capped, on his 
left and ahead, and realised that the Alps lay before 
him and that the passage across Europe was almost 
accomplished. A quarter of an hour later the Flying- 
Fish swept grandly over those snow-capped peaks, and 
Fu Chu Ling, still gazing fascinated through the closed 
scuttle, saw far ahead the southern coast of France, 
and the waters of the Mediterranean gleaming under 
the rays of the newly-risen sun. He waited until that 
coastline had been reached and passed, and then, feeling 
at last the need of a few hours 1 sleep, went down and 
called Ridder, to whom he reported the progress of the 
ship. 

When Ridder arrived in the pilot-house and gazed 
out at his surroundings, he was amazed not only to 
find the sea beneath him, but also to see on his port 
hand a coast stretching into the far distance, parallel 
with the course of the ship, and a big, mountainous 
island to starboard, with others dotted about in the 
same direction and on the port bow. Reference to a 
chart revealed to him the fact that the land on his left 
was Italy, the big island on his right was Corsica, and 
the smaller ones Elba, Copraj a, Pianosa, and Monte 
Cristo. The Flying-Fish was living up to her reputa¬ 
tion with a vengeance 1 Precisely at eleven o'clock 
that morning by the ship's clock—which still recorded 
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Greenwich time—the airship passed over the Straits of 
Messina, and exactly four hours later she crossed the 
northern coastline of Africa, near the town of Grennah, 
in Tripoli. From that moment interest in the journey 
rapidly waned, for the flight was for the most part over 
desert. It was half-past five o'clock—local time—on 
the following afternoon when the ship crossed the 
eastern African coast of Italian Somaliland, and half 
an hour later Ridder announced his intention of descend¬ 
ing to the sea, he being of opinion that they had now 
reached a spot which the French mail-boat Gironde must 
inevitably pass on her way from Aden to Zanzibar. 


CHAPTER XV 


THE “ GIRONDE " ATROCITY 

The descent was speedily accomplished, and within 
the next ten minutes the Flying-Fish was rising and 
falling, light as an air-distended bladder, upon the long 
swell of the Indian Ocean, with the air-pumps compress¬ 
ing air into her air-chambers to sink her to her correct 
sea-going trim. Ridder then, accompanied by Fu Chu 
Ling, conducted Lu Chi and Ah Sin, the chief and 
second mates, down into the magazine, from which 
they withdrew two maxim-guns with their mountings, 
and a liberal supply of ammunition for the same, all 
of which they conveyed on deck. This done, they 
searched for and found two sets of metal disks—three 
in each set—on opposite sides of the deck, each set 
being arranged in the form of an equilateral triangle 
the sides of which measured about a yard in length. 
These disks Ridder unscrewed and removed with the 
aid of a key which he had brought up from the magazine, 
thus disclosing the fact that each disk sealed the end 
of a tube in which was sunk a bolt capable of being 
drawn up above the level of the deck to the extent of 
about three inches. These were the anchor-bolts for 
a couple of maxim-gun mountings; and some twenty 
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minutes later both guns were mounted and ready for 
action. By the time that this was done the Flying-Fish 
had been sunk to her sea-going trim, and the air-pumps 
were accordingly stopped. 

" Now, is there anything more that we need to do by 
way of preparation for our meeting with the Gironde? '* 
asked Ridder, turning to his companion. 

The Chinaman shrugged his shoulders. “ That is 
for you to say, my friend/* he replied. " I do not 
pretend to know very much more about warfare than I 
do about engineering. I look to you for guidance in all 
such matters.” 

" Oh ! very well; that's all right. I don't mind, 
so long as I know,” returned Ridder. " In that case 
I guess we’d better have up a round or two of twelve- 
inch shell for the guns in the dining-saloon. We may 
not need 'em, but it'll be as well to have 'em at hand, 
in case we do. Now, the next point to settle is, who is 
to handle the ship, and who’s to work the maxims ? 
There's only you or me for it, and I don't care which it 
is—unless, of course, any of your men know how to 
handle a maxim.” 

They do not—as yet,” replied the Chinaman; 
" therefore, as you say, there is but you or me for it. 
That being so, I will take charge of the maxim, while 
you handle the ship.” 

" Do you know how to work a maxim-gun ? ” 
demanded Ridder. 

“ Yes,” replied the Chinaman. " That is one of the 
very few matters connected with fighting of which I 
happen to possess any knowledge,” 

44 Good I ” ejaculated the American. 44 I was 
beginning to think I should be expected to tackle 







222 Cruise oi “ Flying-Fish ’* 

the Gironde single-handed. Now, since you're leaving 
this job to me, we'll just stay here and wait for the mail- 
boat to come along. There's no sign of her as yet, 
and it’ll very soon be dark ; my advice, therefore, is to 
wait until she comes up, then follow her through the 
night, at a distance of two or three miles, taking care 
that she doesn't see us, and deal with her in the 
morning. We want daylight for the job that we have 
in hand." 

The Chinaman quite recognised the reasonableness 
of the suggestion and at once agreed to it, whereupon, 
leaving him in the pilot-house to maintain a look out, 
Ridder mustered the crew, chose from among them, 
with the assistance of Lu Chi, the chief mate, a couple 
of gun-crews to man the twelve-inch guns in the dining- 
saloon, and then assiduously devoted himself to the 
instruction of the men in the manipulation of the easily- 
handled but formidable weapons. He laboured with 
them until he was fully satisfied as to their efficiency, 
and then dismissed them, by which time it was ten 
o'clock at night, and still there was no sign of the 
Gironde . As a matter of fact, it was not until nearly 
three o'clock on the following morning that the big, 
white-hulled steamer's lights were seen, and then it 
was an easy matter for the Flying-Fish to circle round 
her and get into her wake undetected. So, with 
engines working dead slow, the great airship-submarine 
followed her unsuspecting prey, which with the coming 
of dawn was sighted some ten miles ahead. 

With the exception of the Gironde , there were no 
craft in sight from the upper story of the Flying- 
Fish's pilot-house; it was therefore resolved by the 
two arch-pirates to proceed at once with their vile work 
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and get it over. The crew were accordingly called, a 
hasty supplementary drill of the guns' crews was 
conducted, the dining-saloon guns were loaded under 
Ridder’s personal supervision, the coats were removed 
from the maxims, and, in short, every preparation was 
made for the projected attack. The ship’s speed was 
then increased, and about a quarter of an hour later 
she ranged up on the Gironde's starboard beam, her 
engines slowed down again, and while Ridder seized a 
megaphone and prepared to hail, Fu Chu Ling emerged 
from the pilot-house and composedly stationed himself 
behind the shield of the port maxim, in readiness to 
open fire at the word of command. It was then seen 
that the whole of the spacious foredeck of the liner was 
packed with men, while on her upper deck were some 
fifty or sixty men in shirts and trousers—the latter 
made of red cloth and adorned with gold braid sewn 
down the seams—who were sedulously performing 
a variety of gymnastic exercises. Evidently the ship 
was taking out a strong detachment of troops, probably 
to Madagascar. 

Such an unexpected development might well have 
caused any ordinary pirate to hesitate; but not so 
Ridder. He had studied the diaries of Professor von 
Schalckenberg’s voyages in the Flying-Fish until he 
almost knew them by heart; he had read the 
wonderful things of which the craft was capable, and 
he had already seen enough of her and her perform¬ 
ances to feel perfectly satisfied that the professor’s 
statements were simple, unvarnished truth ; in a word, 
he knew that he and his comrades were absolutely safe 
in a fight while aboard this marvellous ship, let their 
foes be who and what they would; therefore he 
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unhesitatingly opened the proceedings by hailing the 
liner in French, through a megaphone, ordering her to 
stop her engines. A solitary officer upon the liner’s 
bridge—who, in common with all the other men in 
sight, had hastened to the starboard side of the ship 
to gaze upon the strange apparition which had so 
suddenly ranged up alongside—answered the hail. 

" Who and what are you, and what do you want ? ” 
he demanded, completely ignoring Ridder’s order. 

" Never mind who or what we are,” retorted the 
American. " Stop your engines ; and when you have 
done that I will tell you what we want.” 

At this moment a man, attired in a silk pyjama suit, 
emerged from the captain’s cabin on the bridge, and 
stepping up to the officer who had just answered 
Ridder’s hail, addressed him sharply. It needed very 
little perspicacity on Ridder’s part to satisfy him that 
in the pyjama-clad man he beheld the captain of the 
Gironde . He appeared to be firing a whole volley of 
questions at his subordinate, to which the latter 
replied with a vast amount of gesticulation, pointing 
from time to time at the Flying-Fish . As the officer 
proceeded with his story the skipper gazed at him with 
an expression of ever-growing amazement and indig¬ 
nation, punctuated by frequent glances of wonder at 
the great, peculiarly-shaped, silver-like craft that 
tenaciously clung to the liner at a distance of a bare 
twenty fathoms. Then he suddenly leaned over the 
bridge rail and called to one of the military officers 
who had been engaged in gymnastic exercises, and 
beckoned him to ascend to the bridge. The office^ 
did so and a very brief conference ensued, at the end 
of which the soldier ran down the bridge ladder and 
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disappeared. The next moment a bugle-call pealed out 
aboard the liner, and, as though by magic, on the instant 
every man in sight aboard the steamer vanished, the 
officers of the ship retiring to the chart-room, from 
whence, a few seconds later, they emerged with 
revolvers in their hands. Almost at the same moment 
a second bugle-call pealed out, in response to which 
the decks of the Gironde suddenly became alive with 
men, each of whom carried a rifle and wore a well-filled 
bandolier hastily thrown over his shoulders. In a 
trice the starboard bulwark became lined with men, 
only the heads of whom showed above the rail, while 
levelled over that rail bristled at least five hundred 
rifle-barrels. 

" Uh ! " grunted Ridder to himself. u Going to 
fight, are they ? All right. We’ll see." 

And, raising the megaphone to his lips, he hailed 
through one of the open scuttles of the pilot-house : 

“ Gironde ahoy ! Are you going to stop your engines, 
or must I fire into you ? ” 

The skipper of the liner, still conspicuous in his 
pyjama rig, signed to the steamer’s helmsman, and 
the liner edged slightly nearer the Flying-Fish. As 
she did so, he of the pyjamas advanced to the starboard 
extremity of his navigating-bridge and hailed : 

" Ship ahoy! I don’t know who you are, or what 
you want, but I would have you understand that I 
have five hundred armed troops aboard; and unless 
you instantly sheer off and go about your business 
I will give them the order to fire ! ” 

“ Let ’em have it, Mr. Ling," shouted the American ; 
and instantly the Chinaman, safely ensconced behind 
the shield of the maxim, pressed the trigger. There 
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was no answering volley of explosions, like the thudding 
roll of a hydraulic riveter, but merely a scarcely- 
perceptible clicking sound, like that of a rapidly- 
revolving ratchet. Probably it was not heard at all 
aboard the liner, but a continuous stream of bullets 
spat from the muzzle of the spiteful little gun which 
Fu Chu Ling, with the utmost coolness and a perfectly 
steady hand, so manipulated that the missiles raked 
the unfortunate Gironde from stem to stem. As the 
death-dealing muzzle of the weapon traced the line 
of the steamer's rail, heads disappeared, hands grasping 
rifles were flung upward, and an awful outburst of 
cries and groans rent the morning air as the soldiers were 
mown down in swaths. A few there were, here and 
there, who miraculously escaped unhurt, and they, 
recovering from the shock of amazement which smote 
them at the sight of their comrades shot down in that 
dreadful, silent fashion, responded with a ragged volley 
from their rifles, the bullets pinging and splashing into 
leaden stars upon the obdurate plates of the Flying- 
Fish ; but Fu Chu Ling and Ridder, the one safe 
behind the shield of the maxim and the other 
protected by the walls of the pilot-house, remained 
unhurt. 

As the firing from the steamer died away Ridder 
sprang to an open scuttle and shouted, “ That'll do, 
mister l ” Then, as the maxim ceased to pour out 
its stream of death, the American raised his megaphone 
to his lips and hailed : 

“ Gironde ahoy ! Is that enough for you, or must 
I give you some more ? And are you going to stop 
your engines, or must I stop them for you with a shell 
through your boilers ? ” 
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The captain of the liner, who had been intentionally 
spared by Fu Chu Ling, sprang to the engine-room 
telegraph and rang down the signal 44 Stop ! " Then, 
as the propellers of both ships ceased to revolve, he 
advanced to the extremity of his bridge and shouted : 

44 1 have stopped my engines. Now be good enough 
to tell me what you want, and what is the explanation 
of this diabolical outrage." 

44 You have two million five hundred thousand 
francs in gold in your strongroom. I want them," 
replied Ridder. 44 Rout them out at once and send 
them across to us in your own boats; and be smart 
about it, too ! " 

44 And if I refuse, what then ? " fenced the French 
skipper. 

44 Do you happen to notice the muzzle of a 12 -inch 
gun peeping through a porthole anywhere aboard 
this ship ? " retorted Ridder. 44 Well," he resumed, 
without waiting for a reply to his question, 41 if those 
francs are not forthcoming pretty quick, I shall open 
fire with that gun and send your ship and all hands 
to the bottom. So, for your own sake, hurry up ! " 

■ 44 Wait! " returned the distracted skipper. 44 Give 
me ten minutes to consult with my officers, and at the 
end of that time you shall have my answer." 

44 I'll give you five minutes," conceded Ridder. 44 If 
you haven't decided by that time, I shall open fire 
upon your water-line; and I warn you that one 
shot will be enough to settle your business." 

The French skipper hastily waved his hand and, 
glancing at the clock in his chart-house, turned to a 
little group of the ship's officers who had by this time 
joined him, and a hasty consultation began. Four 
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of the five minutes.granted had barely expired when 
the conference came to an end, the little group of 
officers of the liner's bridge broke up, and one of them, 
who may have been the chief officer of the ship, ran 
nimbly down the bridge ladder on to the foredeck and 
disappeared, while the skipper, walking to the starboard 
extremity of the bridge, made a trumpet of his hands 
and hailed: 

" Ship ahoy ! You have the advantage of me in 
the matter of weapons, and evidently possess the power 
to enforce your demands. Therefore, to save my ship 
and the lives of those aboard her from destruction, I 
have decided to surrender the coin in my strongroom. 
But this is an act of atrocious piracy, and I warn you 
that immediately upon my arrival at Zanzibar I shall 
report the outrage, and within a week from to-day you 
will have the warships of half the world scouring the 
ocean in search of you. And they will never relinquish 
their search until they have found you and brought you 
to justice, I go now to my strongroom to open it and 
send the gold on deck, while my officers will see to the 
lowering of a couple of boats in which to convey it to 
you.” 

Ridder waved his hand through one of the open 
scuttles of the Flying-Fish's pilot-house, to intimate 
that he understood, and communication between 
the two craft temporarily ceased. The American took 
advantage of the interval to leave the shelter of the 
pilot-house and join the Chinaman, who retained his 
position behind the shield of the maxim ; and a brief 
colloquy ensued between the two men, Ridder instruct¬ 
ing his companion how to act should certain eventu¬ 
alities arise. Meanwhile a party of seamen, under the 
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supervision of two officers, appeared on the upper deck 
of the liner and proceeded in a very leisurely fashion 
to clear away a couple of boats and prepared to lower 
them. 

By the time that the two boats were swung out ready 
for lowering, a little procession of seamen appeared 
aboard the liner, emerging from the depths of the ship 
two at a time, each pair of men staggering under the 
burden of a small iron-bound chest which they carried 
between them by a pair of stout hempen beckets. As 
they arrived these chests were arranged along the 
ship's rail, in the wake of the out-swung boats, and 
when at length the boats were lowered, with their crews 
in them, and the tackles were unhooked, the latter were 
used for lowering the chests down into the boats. At 
length one of the boats was loaded as deeply as she 
would float with safety ; the officer in charge uttered a 
curt command, and she pushed off from the liner's side. 
As she approached the Flying-Fish's gangway ladder, 
Fu Chu Ling stepped out from behind his gun-shield 
and advanced to the rail. 

" Do any of you, perchance, happen to be carrying 
concealed weapons ? 11 he blandly inquired in excellent 
French. " Because, if so-" 

" No,” cut in the Gironde's chief officer curtly. 
" We are not such unmitigated fools as to invite the 
destruction of our ship and the murder of ourselves just 
for the pleasure of letting daylight into the carcase of a 
measly Chink. Have you got a rope's-end to send 
down for these boxes ? “ 

"I am afraid not,” answered Fu Chu Ling, still 
blandly polite. " I greatly regret to give you so much 
trouble, but I am obliged to ask you to be so kind as to 
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let your men bring them on board. And I must ask 
them to be very careful, for their own sakes, that no 
accidents are allowed to happen; for if one of those 
chests should chance to fall into the sea and be lost 
the men responsible for the loss will be shot! ” 

" You seem to have quite a lot to say about shooting 
this morning, haven't you, Monsieur Chink ? ” retorted 
the chief officer, with savage ill-advised bravado, as he 
climbed the gangway ladder and stepped in on deck. 
" But don't you worry ; you will never be shot like a 
gentleman, for I am a wonderful reader of faces, and I 
can see by yours that you were bom to be hanged like 
a dog ! And I only hope I shall have the good luck to 
be there to see it when the event comes off. Now then, 
where do you want these boxes stored ? ” 

" You may place them there, if you will be so kind,” 
replied Fu Chu Ling, pointing, in answer, to a certain 
part of the deck. 

" All right,” was the reply. “ I don't mind what I 
do to oblige a man who is so infernally polite as you 

11 

are. 

The speaker advanced to the head of the Flying-Fish's 
gangway ladder and gave certain instructions to his 
boat's crew, then stood aside while those instructions 
were being carried out, meanwhile flinging quick, 
puzzled glances about him, as though making notes for 
future use. And as he did so Fu Chu Ling stood close 
by, regarding the simple-minded sailor with quiet, 
cynical amusement. But the Chinaman's attitude 
changed when the boxes of gold began to come up over 
the side; as each appeared and was deposited in its 
appointed place on the deck he carefully scrutinised 
it and satisfied himself that it bore the French 
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Government stamp and seals, as well as those of the 
National Bank of France. 

When at length the last box of gold had been 
placed with the others, and the Chinaman had carefully 
counted them to assure himself that the number was 
complete, he turned to the two officers—the second 
officer of the Gironde , in charge of the second boatload 
of gold, having by this time joined his senior on the deck 
of the Flying-Fish —and courteously thanked them for 
all the trouble they had taken, supplementing his 
thanks by an equally courteous invitation to them to 
step below and partake of some refreshment. The 
two Frenchmen were equally consumed by curiosity 
to get a glimpse of the interior arrangements of the 
extraordinary pirate craft, which they had mentally 
decided, from her appearance, must be a giant sub¬ 
marine, and for just a second or two they hesitated— 
to Fu Chu Ling's covert amusement. But the chief 
officer was so red-hot with indignation at the outrage 
which had been perpetrated upon his ship, and so 
suspicious, moreover, of the motive that underlay the 
invitation, that when the momentary hesitation had 
passed he curtly declined, and ordering the men back 
into the boats, followed them down the side without 
taking any further notice of the Chinaman, who smi¬ 
lingly bowed his visitors out through the gangway. 
Fu Chu Ling stood there at the head of the gang¬ 
way ladder, smiling amiably down at the departing 
Frenchmen until both boats had pushed off and were 
fairly on their way back to the liner; then, entering 
the pilot-house, without making any remark to Ridder, 
he descended to the dining-saloon. 

Arrived there, he passed with noiseless tread across 
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the thick carpet to where a group of his fellow- 
countrymen stood about the breech of the 12-inch gun 
which had been kept trained upon the Gironde*s water¬ 
line, and, pushing aside the man who was acting as 
gunlayer, glanced along the sights of the weapon. Then 
he laid his finger on the firing-key and—waited. 

Meanwhile the Gironde*s boats, steered by the officers 
in charge, were making for that part of the liner’s side 
where the davit-tackles hung dipping into the water 
with the slight roll of the ship, ready for the hooking-on 
and hoisting process. Skilfully handled, the boats 
ranged up alongside, oars were laid in, the tackle- 
blocks were seized and smartly hooked on to the ring¬ 
bolts, and the word was given to hoist away. Ridder, 
standing at one of the open scuttles of the Flying-Fish*$ 
pilot-house, was watching with idle curiosity the return 
of the two boats, and had just caught the shouted 
command from them to the men on the liner’s 
upper deck to " Hoist away ! ” when a blinding flash 
appeared on the white side of the Gironde , exactly 
between the bow of the one boat and the stem of the 
other, a resounding clang like the stroke of a Titan's 
hammer upon an enormous anvil resounded through 
the air as a tremendous column of mingled water and 
flame leaped some sixty feet into the air, to fall back 
in a deluge on the liner's deck, and the next thing he 
saw distinctly was that the two boats, with their crews, 
had vanished so completely that not a stave or splinter 
of them was to be seen, while where they had lain a 
moment before there gaped a great hole, some twenty 
feet in diameter, in the unfortunate liner’s side, half of 
which hole was under water, and through which the sea 
was pouring in tons 1 As the American still stood 
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gaping with amazement, Fu Chu Ling glided into the 
pilot-house and, with an utterly expressionless face, 
stationed himself at the adjoining scuttle. 

“ Did you order that to be done ? " demanded 
Ridder, indicating the Gironde, which was already 
taking a heavy list, and the decks of which now 
presented a scene of indescribable confusion, 

" Nay, more, I did it myself/' answered the China¬ 
man without the slightest trace of emotion. 

“ You did it yourself ? " repeated Ridder. ” Why ? 
Surely you did not do it simply because that silly 
ass of a chief mate had no more sense than to 1 cheek * 
you ? ” 

" You are right, my friend, I did not," answered the 
Chinaman. " But consider a moment. You heard 
the captain of that ship declare that he would report 
this occurrence immediately upon his arrival at 
Zanzibar. Even if he had not uttered that threat, I 
know quite well that so he would have acted ; there¬ 
fore, since I am not yet ready to defy the entire world 
by allowing my acts to be published in the world's 
newspapers, the destruction of that ship and of every 
soul on board her became an unfortunate necessity. 
No, I am not a cruel or revengeful man ; I will take no 
life, cause no suffering unnecessarily; but when the 
occasion arises you will find that I am inexorable." 

“ Inexorable ! " repeated Ridder. “ Well, I should 
smile. Gosh ! Mr. Ling, you're a queer chap, and no 
mistake. I guess I ain't more'n half sure that I under¬ 
stand you. Inexorable l Yep, I reckon that's just 
about the correct word. And the next time you're 
going to be inexorable I hope it'll be upon a darned 
Britisher. I just hate 'em worse than poison ! M 
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The Chinaman smiled. " What I chiefly admire 
about you, my friend,” he said, ” is that you are never 
afflicted with any qualms of foolish sentimentality or 
nonsensical ideas about ' conscience/ I believe we 
shall get on remarkably well together.” 

Meanwhile events were happening rapidly aboard 
the doomed liner. Within a few seconds of the moment 
when the shell from the Flying-Fish's 12 -inch gun 
struck her and blew that tremendous hole in her side 
the Gironde had begun to take a list to starboard, and 
that list increased with such alarming rapidity that 
within five minutes the great gap was completely 
submerged and the water was pouring through it at the 
rate of hundreds of tons per minute; in such vast 
volumes, indeed, that, even to the most inexpert, it 
was clearly evident that the ship must founder in a 
very short time. 

For the first few moments after the shot was fired 
blank amazement and dismay seemed to hold every¬ 
body enchained and stricken motionless aboard the 
Gironde . Then a curt command from the captain 
galvanised the officers of the ship into swift yet orderly 
activity ; whistles were blown, orders were shouted, 
and barefooted sailors swarmed up the ladders to the 
boat-deck and with frantic energy began to clear the 
boats of their canvas coverings, cut the gripes that held 
them securely in their chocks, and generally prepared 
them to be swung out and lowered, while a bugle 
sounded the " assembly,” and the soldiers, just as they 
were, without waiting to find and don discarded articles 
of clothing, quicky fell in on the foredeck, to which 
their officers instantly rushed. With marvellous 
celerity, yet as quietly and steadily as though they 
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were parading in the barrack-yard from which they 
had so recently come, the men found their appointed 
places, the sergeants “ dressing ” them with the 
strictest scrupulosity. But before their colonel could 
address them, as he was about to do, upon the necessity 
for their observance of the strictest discipline in the 
exceedingly trying and difficult circumstances which 
so suddenly confronted them, the ship suddenly lurched 
over almost on her beam-ends, and the closely-packed 
soldiers were shot violently over to leeward, most of 
them being precipitated into the water which now came 
pouring like a cataract in over the starboard rail; and 
the command went forth, " Every man for himself I ” 
A scene of dire confusion instantly ensued ; men who 
could swim struck out blindly, their one thought being 
to get as far away as possible from the sinking ship, 
and so escape, if they might, being dragged down with 
her. Many struck out for and reached the Flying-Fish , 
but her smooth, mirror-like sides afforded them not the 
slightest hold, and their despairing cries for mercy and 
help affected the pair in the pilot-house no more than 
it did the ship herself, and one after the other the 
miserable wretches, exhausted by their frantic efforts 
to climb those curved sides, threw up their hands and 
with a final shriek of despair sank, never to rise again. 
As for the non-swimmers, some made frantic dashes for 
the boats, which were still a long way from being ready 
for launching, others seized lifebuoys, deck-chairs, or 
any other object which they thought might possibly 
prove capable of supporting them, while others, again, 
animated only by the conviction that if they should 
be thrown into the water they must be drowned, seized 
and clung convulsively to ropes, rigging, belaying-pins, 
Q 
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anything that happened to be within reach, forgetful 
of the fact that by so doing they were but making their 
doom the more certain. Then, while the commotion 
was at its most frenzied stage, a deep boom resounded 
over the water, the funnel of the ill-fated steamer was 
lifted into the air and flung over the side, killing many 
in its fall, an immense cloud of steam came rushing, up 
through the hole in the deck where the funnel had been, 
and through the ventilators could be heard the agonised 
screams of stokers scalded by the steam from the burst 
boilers. Then, as the hull of the Gironde disappeared 
in a great swirl of foaming water thickly dotted with 
struggling human beings, and fragments of wreckage, 
the vessel righted until her masts stood almost upright. 
For a few moments the lofty spars rose out of the 
water and remained steady, as though the hull which 
supported them were resting upon firm bottom, then 
a second deep, muffled boom was heard—doubtless 
caused by the blowing-up of the ship's decks—the sea 
immediately above where she lay submerged leaped 
and foamed in violent agitation, and, still very nearly 
upright, the three masts sank down, down, until the 
small" whiff " at the main truck fluttered for a moment 
above the boiling swirl ere it vanished for ever. And 
with it vanished the last small group of struggling 
men who up to that moment had contrived to resist 
the downward suction of the sinking steamer. Over¬ 
whelmed by the irresistible rush of the sea into the 
cavity left by the foundering hull, they were helplessly 
dragged down with it; and although the Flying-Fish 
remained for more than an hour in close proximity to 
the spot, and although several fragments of wreckage 
came to the surface during that period of waiting and 
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watching, not a single body, living or dead, rose from 
out of the ocean grave that had engulfed the ill-fated 
Gironde . 


It was the low but rapidly-increasing clangour of the 
gong summoning the guilty pair to breakfast that 
finally aroused Fu Chu Ling and Ridder from the fit of 
somewhat gloomy abstraction into which they had 
sunk while watching the surface of the sea beneath 
which the French mail-boat had disappeared. 

" Breakfast I " commented the American. " By 
Jingo ! I had forgotten all about it. Let's get below, 
mister; I guess we shall both be all the better for a 
good breakfast. Say ! you don't propose to leave the 
ship floating about just here, do you ? ” 

" Why not. Is there any objection ? ” demanded 
the Chinaman. 

'* Only this, that while you and I are down below, a 
ship may come along and see us," replied Ridder. 

" Ah ! I had not thought of that," remarked the 
Chinaman. " We do not want to be seen just yet, do 
we ? What do you suggest ? " 

“ Well, having got the gold, where are we next bound 
for ? ” inquired Ridder. 

" I propose now to make for a certain spot in the 
neighbourhood of Peking," answered Fu Chu Ling. 
" But we can talk that over at the breakfast-table." 

" Right! " returned Ridder. " Then I suggest that 
we start the engines and head the ship to the east’ard 
at about fifteen knots, and so get away from this 
particular spot, which is right in the track of ships 
bound up or down the coast. Lu Chi can come up 
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here and keep a look-out while we're getting our break¬ 
fast, and he'll let us know in good time if anything 
heaves in sight." 

This suggestion meeting with the Chinaman's 
approval, it was carried out, and the precious pair 
went below to breakfast. 

They had at least one trait in common—they were 
both taciturn men; that is to say, they never talked 
for talking's sake ; and for some ten minutes after they 
had seated themselves at the table they ate and drank 
in silence. Then, the Chinaman's frugal appetite 
being fully satisfied, he proceeded to explain his more 
immediate plans to Ridder while the latter continued 
to eat and drink. 

“ We have," he began, " already taken stock of our 
munitions of war, and have found ourselves possessed 
of a quantity sufficient, perhaps, to enable us to fight 
one inconsiderable action, at the conclusion of which 
our stock would probably be exhausted. Now, that 
is, to me, a most unsatisfactory state of affairs. My 
plan is to defer all operations, and most carefully to 
avoid attracting attention, either to myself or to this 
ship, until I find myself in a position to carry on 
uninterruptedly my purpose of conquering the world 
—until it is completely achieved. My first business, 
therefore, must be to arrange for an ample and con¬ 
tinuous supply of war munitions of every kind, for 
which purpose I intend to proceed to Peking, where I 
have certain friends, of whose services I intend to avail 
myself. One of these friends is a chemist, and although 
he is unknown outside his own city, I will venture to 
assert that there is not his equal in all the world as a 
solver of chemical problems. If it is within the scope 
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of human ability to discover the constituents of the 
green crystals and the acid which furnish power to this 
ship, he will do so ; and he will also discover of what 
our ammunition is composed, and will be able to 
manufacture both it and the crystals and acid. I have 
also another friend in the city who is little short of a 
magician so far as mechanics are concerned ; and with 
the guidance of the drawings which we can supply, 
Hong Tin Tchen will soon construct the machinery 
wherewith to make it. Hence my desire to reach 
Peking without unnecessary delay.” 

" I understand,” commented Ridder. " But you 
talk of going to Peking. You sure don’t mean to take 
this ship into the city, do you ? " 

The Chinaman smiled indulgently. “ No, my 
friend,” he replied ; ,f I contemplate doing nothing so 
utterly foolish. My purpose is to conceal her in a 
certain ravine with which I am well acquainted, and 
which is situate among certain hills, some miles to the 
westward of the city. And now, if you have quite 
finished your meal, let us go to the chart-room and 
ascertain how far we are from Peking, and what course 
we must steer in order to get there.” 

Arrived in the chart-room, Ridder produced a chart 
of the world and proceeded to make the necessary 
calculations, from which he deduced the facts that 
Peking then bore N.E. by E,, distant three thousand 
seven hundred and fifty odd miles, and that, travelling 
at full speed, and assuming that they were not delayed 
or driven out of their course by adverse winds, it would 
take them thirty-one and a quarter hours to do the 
distance. Allowing for the difference between the 
ship's time and that of Peking, it was calculated that 
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under the above-named conditions they might expect 
to reach their destination at about half-past ten o'clock 
on the evening of the morrow, which Fu Chu Ling 
pronounced to be too late or too early, since he would 
have need of daylight to enable him to find the ravine 
in which he proposed to hide the airship-submarine. 
But Ridder, who seemed to comprehend much more 
clearly than the Chinaman the uncertainties of aerial 
travel, pointed out that, should they arrive during the 
hours of darkness, nothing could be easier than to stop 
the engines and wait for daylight; and since there 
seemed to be nothing else for it, the Chinaman agreed ; 
the ship was accordingly raised to her usual travelling 
height of ten thousand feet above the level of the sea, 
brought to her proper course, the self-steering gear 
thrown into action, and the engines sent ahead at full 
speed, the two arch-pirates arranging to stand the 
regular sea-going watches of four hours' duration, with 
the usual dog-watches, in the pilot-house, during the 
progress of the voyage. 


CHAPTER XVI 


FU CHU LING HAS BUSINESS IN PEKING 

It was a glorious cloudless, windless morning when, 
two days later, the sun rose upon the Flying-Fish , 
now rushing at her topmost speed through the still air 
at a height of ten thousand feet above the earth ; and 
a moment later his beams gilded the tops of the hills 
that stretched away for miles ahead and astern of the 
great airship's port beam and flashed down their sides, 
lighting up like magic the hitherto sombre landscape 
over which the craft was sweeping like a meteor, and 
revealing the presence of numberless unsuspected 
tiny villages, solitary farms, ancient and dilapidated 
pagodas, to say nothing of that wonderful structure the 
Great Wall, winding hither and thither across the 
landscape in seemingly the most purposeless manner. 
The object in the landscape, however, which most 
keenly interested Fu Chu Ling—who stood beside 
Ridder in the top story of the Flying-Fish's pilot¬ 
house—was a walled city, measuring some five miles 
square, which lay about six miles ahead, and which 
the Chinaman at once pronounced to be Peking. He 
now ordered Ridder to slow the ship down to her lowest 
speed and to bear away to the westward toward the 
range of hills already mentioned, upon which he forth¬ 
with directed his binoculars. For several minutes he 
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intently scrutinised their features; then, with the 
glasses still at his eyes, he assumed the pilotage of the 
ship, and finally guided her into a deep, wild ravine 
among the recesses of the hills, where, under Ridder's 
now fairly expert handling, she was soon brought safely 
to earth and securely anchored in a spot so secluded and 
so entirely bare of all sign of human presence that only 
by the most unlikely accident did it seem possible that 
she could ever be discovered. 

The berthing of the ship was followed by an early 
breakfast, during the progress of which the Chinaman 
informed Ridder that he intended to make a short 
excursion among the surrounding hills, as a preliminary 
to a journey to Peking, in which city he hoped to be 
able to arrange for a speedy and abundant supply of 
munitions, crystals, and acid; he therefore directed 
that during his preliminary absence, which would be for 
only a few hours, the cases of stolen French gold should 
be carried down and stacked in a convenient position 
on the ground adjacent to the ship, in charge of a 
strong armed guard; and that generous samples of 
every kind of shell and cartridge to be found in the 
ship, together with samples of the crystals and acid used 
in generating the power to work the ship, should also be 
prepared for transportation to Peking. 

Fu Chu Ling left the ship immediately after break¬ 
fast, and made his way, on foot, up the ravine in which 
the Flying-Fish lay hidden; and immediately after 
his departure Ridder proceeded to carry out the instruc¬ 
tions which he had received. Also, at noon, by using 
an artificial horizon, he obtained a meridian altitude 
of the sun which enabled him accurately to determine 
the latitude of the spot where the ship then lay, leaving 
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the longitude to be determined later in the day, should 
opportunity offer. 

When, after an absence of nearly four hours, Fu Chu 
Ling returned to the Flying-Fish , he was mounted on a 
fine mule; and he was no longer alone, for there 
followed him down the ravine a train of no less than 
twenty horsemen—big, muscular, ferocious-looking 
Tartars, clad in chain-mail, helmeted and plumed, and 
armed to the teeth with matchlock, shield, scimitar, 
and dagger. These men belonged to a certain hill-tribe 
inhabiting a village at no great distance from where 
the Flying-Fish lay, and that the Chinaman exercised 
some powerful influence over them was perfectly 
evident from the slavish obsequiousness of their manner 
toward him. They were, Fu Chu Ling briefly informed 
Ridder, an escort whose services he deemed necessary 
in order to ensure the safe transport of the gold down 
a certain particularly lawless and dangerous strip of 
country through which lay the road to be traversed by 
the party in order to reach Peking; and they were 
accompanied by twenty pack-mules to carry the gold. 
The Chinaman further informed Ridder that he 
intended to accompany the gold and its escort to the 
city, and that he might possibly be absent from the ship 
for a fortnight or three weeks, diming which neither 
Ridder himself nor any of the ship’s crew must on any 
account leave the Flying-Fish for more than an hour 
or two at a time. Having made this clearly understood, 
the Chinaman gave orders for the boxes of gold and the 
samples of munitions, etc., to be loaded on the mules, 
during which process he hastily partook of the midday 
meal which was by this time ready, at the conclusion of 
which he remounted his mule and led his escort out of 


244 Cruise of “ Flying-Fish ” 

the ravine by its southern extremity. From that 
moment the crew of the Flying-Fish neither saw nor 
heard anything more of him until the afternoon of the 
twentieth day following his departure. 

Now, it may possibly be thought that, in leaving the 
Flying-Fish for an indefinite period in charge of a man 
of Ridder’s known character, Fu Chu Ling displayed 
an amazing lack of that acumen which seemed to 
be one of his most marked characteristics. For 
what—it may be asked—was to prevent Ridder 
from seizing the ship and using her to further his 
own ambitions ? 

The answer is simple. When planning his visit to 
Peking this same question had suggested itself to the 
Chinaman ; but he had quickly decided that upon that 
score he had absolutely nothing to fear. He recalled 
to mind that in the course of conversation Ridder had 
on several occasions most anxiously referred to the 
shortage of ammunition of all kinds on board, and the 
limited stock of crystals and acid still remaining, 
expressing the fervent hope that Fu Chu Ling’s friends 
in Peking would justify his confidence in their ability 
to replenish the stock and keep the ship abundantly 
supplied with each of these vital necessities; at the 
same time insistently driving home the fact that, 
without these, the Flying-Fish would be absolutely 
useless, and there would be at once an end to all their 
fine schemes of world-conquest. Reasoning from these 
evidences of Ridder’s mental attitude, the Chinaman 
had come to the conclusion that since his co-conspira¬ 
tor recognised so clearly their utter dependence upon 
the Peking experts, and them only, for the supply of 
those vital necessities without which the Flying-Fish 
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could never be made profitable use of, no such tempta¬ 
tion as that suggested was in the least likely to arise. 
Apart from this, however, Ridder was not in the least 
qualified to be a leader of men, and nobody knew this 
better than himself. Absolutely callous and unscrupu¬ 
lous, fearless, with the courage of a savage brute, 
skilful in his own particular way, he possessed all the 
qualifications which were needed in the service of such 
a man as Fu Chu Ling ; but beyond the gratification 
of his brutish passions—to which he was eagerly looking 
forward so soon as the conquest of the world should 
have become an accomplished fact—he had very little 
ambition. Fu Chu Ling knew this ; therefore he never 
had a moment's doubt as to his own wisdom in leaving 
the fellow in charge of that priceless treasure, the Flying- 
Fish . And the event proved him right, for when at 
length the Chinaman returned from Peking, there 
was the airship-submarine, safe and sound, just as he 
had left her; and Ridder had no adventure of any sort 
to recount. 

Fu Chu Ling was full of news, the first item of which 
was received by Ridder with ferocious glee, for it was 
that war had broken out in Europe, and that Britain 
had taken a hand in it against Germany. At once, 
and without waiting to hear any further particulars, 
the man went into ecstasies of delight, prophesying that 
the war would be over in three months, that Germany 
would emerge from it triumphantly victorious, and 
that England—many-adjectived England—would be 
defeated, ruined, and her pride trampled in the dust. 
Oh, it was grand, it was glorious news ! The Chinaman 
agreed that the news was good; but his satisfaction 
arose from an entirely different source from that of 
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Ridder: he cared not who conquered ; his great hope 
was that the struggle might be so prolonged as to 
utterly exhaust all the nations engaged, and so leave 
them an easier prey to himself. 

His next item of information was to the effect that, 
after safely disposing of the French gold upon his 
arrival in Peking, Fu Chu Ling had made it his first 
business to call upon his friend Li Hung Fang, the 
chemist, whom he had taken into his entire confidence, 
and in whose hands he had placed all the samples 
taken from the Flying-Fish . This man, it appeared, 
was not only an enthusiast in chemical research, but, 
like Fu Chu Ling, was a man of boundless ambition; 
and the latter had so effectively played upon this 
characteristic that the other had, with very little 
persuasion, agreed to abandon everything else, there 
and then, and devote himself at once to the discovery 
of the constituents of the crystals, the acid, and the 
explosive employed in the various kinds of shells 
and ammunition employed in conjunction with the 
weapons aboard the Flying-Fish . Also his other 
particular friend, Hong Tin Tchen, the mechanical 
genius, had thoroughly examined the drawings of the 
machines which Fu Chu Ling had handed to him, and 
had pronounced that, although he had never before 
seen anything like them, he was perfectly confident 
of his ability to construct them, although so delicate 
were certain parts of them, and so scarce was labour 
gifted with the requisite amount of skill to make them, 
that he feared it would be several months before he 
would be able to complete them, train workers in their 
use, and get them all in operation. Fu Chu Ling 
admitted that this threatened delay was a great and 
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bitter disappointment to him; but his friend had 
clearly demonstrated that it was unavoidable, while 
reflection had shown him that it was not altogether 
without its compensations, since, as he had already 
remarked, the outbreak of war in Europe promised, 
by the exhaustion of its participants, to pave the way 
for and render so much the easier his own campaign. 
He added that, since, for the present, it was not possible 
to employ the Flying-Fish as a warship, he had decided 
to employ her for the accumulation of treasure. 

“ Does that mean that we are to rove the seas as 
pirates, and do the Gironde 4 stunt' a few dozen times 
now ?” demanded Ridder. 

" Certainly not,” replied the Chinaman. 44 This 
European war has most effectually ended all prospect 
of profitable piracy, for several reasons, among which 
I may mention the tremendous restriction it will impose 
on ocean commerce, and the complete stoppage of all 
transport by sea of bullion, coin, and treasure of all 
kinds—the only booty which I am in the least anxious 
to acquire. Moreover, the seas will be swarming with 
the warships of the belligerent nations ; and while I do 
not fear them, I have no wish to encounter them, and 
so make our existence prematurely known ; while as 
to fighting them, there is nothing to be gained by 
it, nor have we the ammunition to spare for such a 
purpose . 1 * 

" Then what in the nation is it you're planning to 
do ? ” demanded Ridder. 

“ You have read Professor von Schalckenberg's 
diaries, have you not ? ” suggested Fu Chu Ling. 

" Sure ! ” tersely responded Ridder. “ What about 
'em ? ” 
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44 Do you remember the record in them of diamonds 
found at the North Pole, rubies on the east African 
coast, near the ruins of the ancient city of Ophir, and 
pearls near a certain atoll in the Pacific ? " blandly 
inquired the Chinaman. 

44 Sure ! " again responded Ridder. 44 So you're 
planning to rake in what's left of those diamonds and 
rubies and pearls, eh ? " he remarked. 

44 What a wonderful guesser you are ! ” retorted the 
Chinaman with gentle irony. 44 Yes, that is precisely 
what I am planning to do. We will go after the rubies 
first, the pearls next; and lastly, if we find that we have 
still insufficient wealth for our needs, we will try the 
North Pole. But I hope that journey may not be 
necessary, for it does not very strongly appeal to me. 
Judging from the record of it in the professor's diaiy 
it is both arduous and dangerous ; and I hate cold 
weather, and do not propose to risk unnecessarily this 
ship among icebergs and in arctic gales." 

44 Guess you’re about right there," returned Ridder. 
44 There's no sense in it. When do you propose to start 
upon this treasure-hunt ? " 

44 A three months' stock of provisions is on its way 
here, and should arrive some time to-morrow," replied 
the Chinaman. 44 As soon as it is received and stowed 
away we will start." 

44 Good ! " agreed Ridder. 44 In that case I'll just 
take a look round and see that everything's in order." 


The provisions ordered by Fu Chu Ling arrived 
alongside the ship shortly before noon on the following 
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day, and by three o'clock in the afternoon it was all 
aboard and stowed away, under the Chinaman's 
personal supervision. This done, the arch-conspirator 
joined his colleague in the lower story of the pilot¬ 
house, where he found Ridder poring over a chart of 
the world, busy with parallel ruler, dividers, pencil 
and paper. 

" Well, my friend," he exclaimed as he entered, 
u that is done; and now we are free to go where we 
please and do as we please for the next three months. 
I see you are busy with your calculations. Our next 
destination is, as you no doubt understand, the 
ruby-mine on the African coast, near the ruins of 
the city of Ophir. Have you ascertained the course 
we must steer, and how long it will take us to reach 
the place ? " 

" Yes," answered Ridder. f< The course is approxi¬ 
mately sou'-west, subject to correction at certain times, 
due to fluctuations in the variation of the compass. 
And if we proceed at full speed at the ten-thousand-feet 
level, and find it calm there, as we have done so far, 
we can do the distance in forty-three hours. But there 
is a difference in time of five hours between Peking and 
the spot we are bound for; and since we shall be going 
the same way as the sun, we shall save that amount 
of time. Now, at about what time do you want to 
arrive at this place ? " 

" You say it will take us forty-three hours to do the 
journey," returned the Chinaman. " It is now "— 
glancing at the clock—" a quarter after three. So 
if we start at once, we ought to arrive shortly 
after ten o'clock in the morning of the day after 
to-morrow ? " 







250 Cruise of “ Flying-Fish” 

" That's so," answered Ridder, with a grin. “ That’s 
to say, we shall arrive at about ten-fifteen by the clock . 
But, as I've just explained to you, by travelling in a 
westerly direction we shall gain five hours on the sun, so 
instead of it being ten-fifteen, it'll be five-fifteen in the 
morning, local time , or just about dawn. How’ll that 
suit you ? ” 

“ Splendidly ! ” exclaimed Fu Chu Ling, with as 
near an approach to enthusiasm as he ever displayed. 
u Nothing could be better. We shall then be able to 
get to work upon the mine immediately upon our 
arrival. Is not that so ? ” 

“Why, no; not exactly, I’m afraid/* answered 
Ridder, with another grin at what he regarded as the 
Chinaman’s simplicity. " I’m not quite such a smart 
navigator that I can start from here, and make a run of 
over five thousand miles, and land this ship plump along¬ 
side that ruby-mine so that you can get to work within 
five minutes of landing. There’s air-currents to be 
reckoned with, and we’re sure to fall in with some of ’em, 
if nothing worse, and they’ll drive us off our course more 
or less and upset our calculations a bit. But don’t you 
worry. I’ll undertake to land you alongside the mine in 
time for you to start the hands at work the first thing after 
breakfast unless, of course, we meet with foul winds— 
and that’ll be first-class navigation, let me tell you.” 

“ Yes—yes; no doubt,” agreed the Chinaman, 
anxious to keep the only navigator in the ship in good 
humour. “ That will be excellent. Start the moment 
that you are ready.” 

” That’s now,” returned Ridder. "Are all hands 
aboard ? and is the trapdoor in the ship’s bottom 
closed?” 
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" Yes to both questions,” answered the Chinaman. 

" Then up we go,” remarked Ridder, as he laid his 
hand upon the lever controlling the grip-anchors and 
threw it over. The next moment the ship rose in the 
air. The sky was obscured by a thick veil of haze 
through which the rays of the sun could scarcely pene¬ 
trate, and within two minutes the ship had plunged 
into the veil of haze and was completely lost to view 
from the earth, had anyone been there to see. Watch¬ 
ing the barometer, Ridder continued gently to inject 
vapour into the air-chambers until the instrument 
registered a height of ten thousand feet; then he 
closed the valve. His next act was to send the engines 
gently ahead, at the same time thrusting the helm hard 
over until he had brought the ship round to her required 
course, when he threw the self-steering gear into action 
and sent the engines full speed ahead. 

" That’s all right,” commented Ridder, as the roar 
of the gale caused by the ship’s headlong flight through 
the air resounded through the pilot-house. ” Now I’ll 
go down to the chart-room and enter up my log. As for 
you, Mr. Ling, you can stay here and keep a look out, or 
you can turn in, whichever you like ; there's nothing 
we need trouble about until ten o’clock to-night, when 
we shall be nearing the high land of Tibet, and then we 
shall have to keep a sharp look out, for much of that 
ground is fairly high—higher than we’re flying now— 
and we don’t want to run foul of it. But I’ll take the 
first and second watches to-night, and they ought to 
see us clear of all danger.” 

" And after that ? ” inquired the Chinaman. 

" After that there’ll be nothing more to trouble us,” 
answered Ridder. " As soon as we sight the high land 
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we’ll go up as high as the ship’ll rise, and keep at that 
height until the danger is past; then we can come down 
again to our present level and keep it for the rest of the 
trip. 1 ' 

" Very good/’ agreed Fu Chu Ling. " Do not let me 
detain you any longer. For myself, I shall remain here 
for the present.” 

The remainder of the day was spent in flight across 
the south-eastern comer of the enormous area called 
China—of which the travellers saw nothing, for the 
cloud curtain above which they were flying was 
continuous until the high land of Tibet was reached. 
The night was dark, for the moon was only two days 
old and set soon after the sun, but the atmosphere 
was clear, and the starshine sufficed to reveal in good 
time the Tibetan mountains in their path and enable 
the voyagers to rise above and pass over them. But 
the cold was intense, and Bidder, who was fully exposed 
to it in the pilot-house, was more than glad when, 
having passed the Namkim and Patkai ranges he 
was able to drop down again to the more genial 
temperature to be found at an elevation of only 
ten thousand feet above sea-level, over eastern 
Bengal, where he turned the ship over to the care of 
Fu Chu Ling. 

In the course of the day they passed over the mouth 
of the Ganges and touched the northern extremity of 
the Bay of Bengal, sweeping thence along the shore of 
the Central Provinces of India, just out of sight of the 
land, and crossing the coastline a hundred miles to 
the northward of Madras about nightfall. They passed 
over the Nilgiri Hills with the first of the dawn, and 
finally left India behind them near Calicut, with a whole 


Business in Peking 253 

day and night before them in which to traverse the 
lonely wastes of the Indian Ocean. 

The two arch-pirates were astir with the first of the 
dawn on the morning when they expected to sight the 
African coast; and with one accord the pair made their 
way to the upper story of the pilot-house and, stationing 
themselves at adjacent scuttles, stared intently ahead. 

“ Nothing in sight so far/' remarked Ridder. “ But/' 
he added, " that’s not very surprising, for I suspect 
from the look of the chart and what the professor 
says in his notes about the place, that the land along 
where we’re bound to lies low. But we’ll go up higher, 
Mr. Ling, and have a look round. Then I guess we'll 
see something.” 

The ascent was quickly made, the engines were 
stopped, and the two men went out on deck, taking 
binoculars with them. 

The eastern horizon was by this time marked by a 
long streak of pallor against which the sea rolled black 
as ink and as sharply as though cut out of paper. 
The streak of pallid light measured an arc of the horizon 
of about sixty degrees, but it was widening and rising 
every moment, the whiteness merging insensibly into 
blue as it approached the zenith, now a deep, rich royal 
blue in tone, in the midst of which a star or two of 
the first magnitude were fading into invisibility, while 
as the gaze descended from the zenith at the western 
horizon the blue deepened in tone and was spangled 
with more and still more stars, until within a few 
degrees of the horizon they still lay quite thick. 

But the day was coming fast. During the brief 
interval involved in allowing the gaze to traverse the 
overarching heavens and to return, the pallid eastern 
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sky had warmed to a rich primrose tint, a ray or two 
from the still hidden sun shot far aloft, and then a 
vivid spot of molten gold came into view on the eastern 
horizon, and up sprang the sun, dazzling and palpita¬ 
ting, flinging his vivifying beams far and wide, flashing 
a long trail of gold across the gently-heaving waters, 
and revealing, at a distance of some twenty miles to 
the westward of the ship, a long line of low coast 
extending north and south to the limits of the 
horizon. 

" Ah ! there we are; there’s Africa,” exclaimed 
Ridder, pointing to the coastline. 

The ship was then heading for a point on the shore 
about a mile to the northward of a line of broken water 
marking the position of a sunken reef, when Ridder 
entered the pilot-house, threw the self-steering gear 
out of action, took the tiller, and steered to that part 
of the shore which lay exactly due west of the reef ; and 
about a quarter of an hour later he brought the Flying- 
Fish skilfully to rest on the sandy beach, well above 
high-water mark, and at a distance of little more 
than a hundred yards from the foot of the line of 
low cliff running north and south as far as the eye 
could see. 

" Well, here we are/' he somewhat superfluously 
announced, as he rejoined the Chinaman on deck. 
" Shall we go out and prospect for that mine straight 
away, or will you wait until after breakfast ? " 

" We will go at once,” decided the Chinaman. 

" Right-o ! ” agreed Ridder. " Are we two going 
on our lonesome, or are we to take some of your 
beauties with us ? " 

" What do you advise ? " demanded Fu Chu Ling. 
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Ridder swept the line of cliff with his gaze, entered 
the pilot-house and brought out a pair of binoculars 
with which he carefully re-examined it. Finally, lower- 
ing the glasses, he said : 

“ I see no natives about, watching us. Not a living 
thing, barring birds, in sight anywhere. I guess we 
two can find the place without the help of your people. 
Pr'aps, though, it wouldn't be amiss to have a couple of 
hands with us to keep a look-out, one to follow you and 
one to follow me, up on the top of the cliff, you going 
one way and I going the other ; and I guess it will be 
wise for each of us to slip a six-shooter into his pocket, 
just by way of precaution. They're handy things to 
have if there happens to be any scrapping to be done." 

" Quite so," agreed the Chinaman. " Will you have 
the goodness to fetch the revolvers—and see that they 
are fully loaded ? And while you are doing that, I 
will call up Lu Chi and Ah Sin and give them their 
instructions." 

Five minutes later Ridder and the three Chinamen 
stepped out from beneath the shadow of the hull of the 
Flying-Fish and made their way up to the beach to the 
base of the low, crumbling cliff. It was not a very 
satisfactory sort of cliff to climb, for the soil was loose 
and the cliff face, although not actually precipitous, 
was fairly steep. It was, however, pretty freely 
studded with straggling, stunted bushes, affording a 
somewhat insecure grip, with the aid of which Lu Chi 
and Ah Sin, after a few rather dangerous slips, 
succeeded in reaching the top. Here they paused for a 
few moments for the double purpose of recovering their 
breath and surveying the wide stretch of bush-dotted 
plain inshore of them. Finally Lu Chi, who prided 
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himself upon his knowledge of English, and always 
spoke it when he could find the slightest excuse for so 
doing, glanced down and shouted : 

" All deal, mastel. No can see anybody 1 ” 


CHAPTER XVII 


THE RUBY-MINE 


" That's all right/ 1 commented Ridder. " Now 
then, Mr. Ling, which way will you go ? 11 

Fu Chu Ling did not hesitate, u I shall go in that 
direction,” he replied, pointing northward. " The cliff 
appears to be lower along there, and I have an idea 
that it was by no means high at the point where the 
professor found the ruby-mine. By the way, will you 
recognise a ruby in the rough if you should happen to 
see one ? ” 

“ I guess not,” answered Ridder. " But that don't 
matter,” he added ; " I'm not out hunting for rubies ; 
it's the mine I shall be looking for, and I guess I shall 
find it when I drop upon a hole dug in the side of the 
cliff, So long! ” And, turning away, he walked 
briskly in a southerly direction, scanning the face 
and top edge of the cliff as he went. Ah Sin, on 
the top of the cliff, keeping pace with him as he 
went. 

Without an unnecessary word, Fu Chu Ling turned 
away and walked northward, his escort, Lu Chi, 
following the tactics of his shipmate, Ah Sin, by keeping 
pace with his master and alternately casting an eye on 


237 



258 Cruise of “ Flying-Fish ” 

the latter and on the country inland, on the look-out 
for possible enemies. 

From the spot where the two men parted company 
the line of cliff appeared to be continuqus; but the 
Chinaman had scarcely proceeded fifty yards when he 
perceived that there was a spot about one hundred and 
fifty yards ahead of him where a part of the cliff 
projected, hiding the rest of the cliff face more and 
more completely from him as he advanced. Reaching 
this projection, he found behind it a slight indentation 
where the height of the cliff decreased from an average 
of some eighty feet to a height of about fifteen feet; 
and at the point where the cliff was at its lowest there 
was an appearance as though a great piece had been 
bitten out of the top edge of the cliff. “ This," 
thought Fu Chu Ling, " is the spot for which I am 
seeking ”; and he approached it with the same 
calm deliberation, the same absence of all outward 
indications of excitement, as characterised all his 
actions. 

Arrived at the foot of the cliff at this point, he studied 
the cavity with concentrated attention. It had all the 
appearance of an excavation, even to traces of debris 
that had been thrown out of it to the foot of the cliff; 
but the surface of it was completely overgrown with 
grass and small clumps of thorn-bush. With some 
difficulty and assisted by Lu Chi, who descended to 
help him, Fu Chu Ling climbed up the cliff and got into 
the hole, which he found to be about eight feet deep, 
and about twenty feet wide at its widest point. He 
would fain have set to work digging at once, but he 
had no tools with him, and to attempt to dig without 
tools, or even with the assistance of Lu Chi's stout 
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sheath-knife, was an impossibility ; but he remembered 
that Professor von Schalckenberg had recorded in his 
diary the fact that he located the mine by digging into 
the cliff face, here and there, with his pocket-knife ; he 
therefore borrowed Lu Chi's sheath-knife, ordered the 
mate to resume his watch on the summit of the cliff, 
and, descending to the beach, proceeded to subject the 
cliff face and the beach in his immediate vicinity to a 
careful and minute scrutiny. 

His reward was immediate, for his first act was to 
kick a lump of the debris that still lay about here and 
there at the foot of the cliff; the lump fell abroad and 
disclosed, embedded in it, a ruby about the size of a 
small marble. What Fu Chu Ling did not know about 
precious stones was not worth knowing : he picked up 
the crystal, examined it minutely, held it up to the sun 
and noted its colour. “ Perfect! ” he murmured; 
44 quite perfect! cut and polished, this stone would be 
worth to any Paris jeweller at least three thousand 
francs. What enormous wealth those people must 
have taken out of the mine if they could allow such a 
stone as this to escape their notice ! Perhaps there are 
others of equal value only waiting to be picked up. 
I'll see. 1 ' 

He groped about, dug up with his knife the sand 
and debris lying immediately at the foot of the cliff, and 
in the course of half an hour unearthed three more 
rubies of considerable value, besides eight small stones 
of excellent quality which he valued at about a 
thousand francs each, proving conclusively that the 
hollow at the top of the cliff was undoubtedly the mine. 
Satisfied upon this point he walked slowly back to the 
ship, examining the beach as he went and finding three 
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more rubies, one of them being a magnificent stone 
about the size of a plover's egg. 

He reached the ship to find that Ridder had not yet 
returned ; but upon ascending to the deck and search¬ 
ing for him with the aid of a pair of binoculars, he 
sighted the American about a mile and a half distant, 
returning, and carefully inspecting the cliff face as he 
came. About an hour later he turned up, perspiring 
freely, on the deck of the Flying-Fish and joined the 
Chinaman. 

" Well," the latter greeted him, " what luck have you 
met with ? ” 

" No luck at all,” replied Ridder—" unless these are 
of any value.” He plunged his hand into his pocket 
and produced a handful of pebbles which he handed 
to his companion. 

” I picked these up as I strolled along the beach,” he 
explained, ” and as they seemed to be likely-looking 
rocks I brought 'em along for you to see; but as for 
the darned mine, I haven't seen a sign of it. I guess, 
pardner, you've been more lucky ; I can see luck and 
contentment wrote large all over you.” 

The Chinaman meanwhile was examining the stones 
which Ridder had handed to him. One after the other 
he picked them up in his fingers and, with scarcely a 
glance at them, flung them over the rail. Presently, 
however, he came upon one quite different in appear¬ 
ance from the others, looked at it carefully, held it up 
to the light, and passed it back to his companion. 

” That,” he said, ” is a ruby, and a very good one 
too. Keep it in your pocket for reference, and if you 
see any more like it pick them up ; they will be quite 
worth the trouble. As for these others, they arc mere 
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ordinary pebbles and absolutely valueless." And so 
saying he flung them, too, over the rail. 

" By the way," he continued, “ where did you find 
that stone ? "—pointing to the ruby which Ridder still 
held between his fingers, studying it with much 
curiosity. 

" Ask me another," was the retort. " I picked it 
up somewhere between here and a spot about two 
miles away, where I turned and gave up the search, 
knowing it was no good to look any farther in that 
direction ; but as to where I found this particular stone, 
I guess I couldn't say, not to save my life.” 

” That is rather a pity,” returned Fu Chu Ling, ” for 
it is a matter of some interest. However, if it should 
prove worth while, we can investigate farther in that 
direction later on. Meanwhile, as you have already 
guessed, I have found the mine ; and we will get to work 
upon it immediately after breakfast—ah ! and, appro¬ 
priately enough, there goes the breakfast-gong now ”— 
as the sound came with steadily-increasing clangour out 
through the open door of the pilot-house. “ I am glad 
to hear that sound. My morning's walk has given me 
an appetite.” 

" Same here,” agreed Ridder. " But whereabouts 
is this mine of ours ? ” 

“ A mere two hundred yards north of where we now 
are,” answered the Chinaman, " You cannot see the 
place from here, owing to the peculiar conformation of 
the cliff; but after breakfast we will move the ship up 
to it and get to work forthwith." 

An hour later the ship was moved up abreast and 
within fifty yards of Fu Chu Ling’s discovery, and the 
crew, armed with knives, mattocks, and shovels, were 
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set to work to clear away the vegetation prior to 
starting the actual digging operations ; but if proof 
were needed of the conjecture that they had hit upon 
the right spot, and of the extraordinary richness of the 
mine, it was forthcoming in the fact that, even while 
the process of grubbing~up the stunted bushes was 
proceeding, Fu Chu Ling and Ridder, both of whom 
were " supervising ”—or, in other words, standing by 
arid looking on while the crew did the work—discovered 
several very fine rubies embedded in the soil clinging to 
the roots. 

By midday the entire surface of the excavation was 
sufficiently cleared to permit of the commencement of 
digging; and after the men had partaken of dinner 
this work was started, the Chinaman and his colleague 
looking on, as before. Their plan of operations was 
simple. A tarpaulin was brought from the ship and 
spread on the beach immediately at the foot of the 
cliff, Lu Chi, the chief mate, was posted on the top of 
the cliff to watch the country inland and give timely 
warning of the approach of possible savages ; two men 
were set to work loosening the soil with mattocks ; two 
others were engaged in digging the loosened soil and 
filling it into buckets, under Bidder's supervision ; two 
others were employed in the conveyance of the full 
buckets to the outer edge of the excavation, from which 
they were emptied on to the tarpaulin, a few feet below ; 
and the remainder of the crew, grouped on their knees 
around the tarpaulin, were busy, under Fu Chu Ling's 
watchful eye, breaking up and sifting the soil as it was 
thrown down to them and depositing all stones found 
—whether rubies or otherwise—in buckets placed 
beside them. The task of separating the valuable 
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from the valueless Fu Chu Ling reserved for himself as 
a relaxation when the day's work should be finished. 
Many hands make light work, and thus by the time that 
the sun was dipping behind the hills to the westward, 
and it was time to cease work for the day, some thirty 
bucketfuls of stones had been carried aboard the Flying- 
Fish and dumped upon her deck, to be examined at 
leisure by Fu Chu Ling. 

When, after dinner, the Chinaman and his chief 
associate sauntered out on deck, each carrying a lighted 
hurricane-lamp in his hand, and stood before the great 
heap of stones piled up on deck, the American simply 
gasped with amazement. 

" Jee-ru-salem! ” he ejaculated. " Are all those 
stones rubies ? Why, there's gems enough there to 
stock all the jewellers’ shops in the world ! How many 
million dollars' worth do you reckon are there ? ” 

" No,” answered the Chinaman, " all those stones are 
not rubies, I regret to say; many of them are rubbish ; 

not worth picking up-” 

" Then why did you let your chaps spend time and 
labour bringing 'em aboard here ? Why not have 
sorted 'em out down there on the beach, and brought 
only the rubies aboard ? ” demanded Ridden 

“ For a very good and sufficient reason,” answered 
the Chinaman. " The men who composed the crew 
of this ship are—well, I do not wish to defame them, 
but I am really afraid that they are not all quite so 
rigidly and precisely honest as, say, you and myself. I 
am inclined to believe that thus far not one of them 
knows the difference between a ruby in the rough and 
any other stone ; or, at all events, if that is making too 
strong a statement—I am pretty sure that not one of 
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them, looking at a ruby in the rough, would be in the 
least likely to attach any particular value to it. And 
it is my purpose to keep them as long as possible in 
their present state of ignorance. I am very much 
afraid that, even as it is, their moral sense is by no 
means so acute as you and I would wish it to be, and 
X am anxious not to put temptation in their way by 
conveying to their minds the suggestion that the 
stones we are seeking are of any special value to any¬ 
body but ourselves ; otherwise, in spite of your and my 
utmost vigilance, they might acquire the habit of steal¬ 
ing them. Therefore, in order to preserve their present 
state of ignorance, I have adopted the simple pre¬ 
caution of causing them to bring all stones found—good, 
bad, and indifferent—on board here, where you and I 
can sort them out at our leisure . 11 

" Good idea l ” approved Ridder. " Shall we get to 
work upon them ? ” 

“ Certainly / 1 agreed the Chinaman. " I will do the 
sorting-out and you shall watch me. I will explain to 
you the difference between a ruby and the other kinds 
of stones that we shall find mixed with them ; and 
probably by the time that we have disposed of this heap 
of stones you will be able to discriminate as correctly 
as myself / 1 

Without further remark the Chinaman got to work, 
picking up pebble after pebble and throwing them 
over the rail with scarcely more than the merest casual 
glance; but he had not proceeded very far before he 
came upon a ruby, then another, then two or three 
more, throwing the worthless stones overboard and 
dropping the valuable ones into a bucket beside him. 
Although he worked rapidly, it cost him more than 
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three hours’ strenuous work to dispose of the entire’ 
heap ; and when he had finished, the pair found them¬ 
selves in possession of an ordinary ship’s bucket nearly 
half full of rubies of all sorts and sizes. These the 
Chinaman turned out on the deck, and proceeded with 
some care to grade them according to their size and 
colour ; the final result being the discovery that the 
day’s labours had yielded them seven stones of excep¬ 
tional size and perfect colour, twenty that were but 
little inferior in size and no less perfect colour, thirty- 
two of about the size of a pigeon’s egg, most of which 
were also of unexceptionable colour ; and a miscella¬ 
neous heap of two hundred and sixteen, ranging 
downward in size from the last-named to stones very 
little larger than that picked up by Ridder during his 
morning’s walk. 

When at length the grading was completed the two 
men sat staring contemplatively at the stones, picking 
up one here and there from one or another of the heaps, 
weighing it in the hand, holding it up to the light of the 
lantern, and finally replacing it gently on the heap from 
which it had been taken, Ridder smoking furiously 
meanwhile as he gazed gloatingly upon the little piles 
of precious stones. Finally he turned to his companion 
and said, pointing to the stones: 

" Not bad for one day’s work, is it ? How much d’ye 
think that little collection is worth ? ” 

“ It is rather difficult to say,” answered the 
Chinaman. " One can scarcely judge the colour with 
accuracy by such a light as that of these lanterns—and 
it is colour that determines the value of the ruby, you 
must understand ; but, at a rough guess, I should say 
that those stones are worth about two and a half 
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million francs, or say one hundred thousand English 
pounds." 

" Half a million dollars I " exclaimed Ridder, in 
accents of admiration and amazement. " Gee ! but 
that's great! And how much more d'ye want, pard, 
before you're satisfied ? " 

“ Just as much more as I can possibly get," answered 
Fu Chu Ling. " I intend to work this mine until the 
last ruby is extracted from it; and when that is done 
we will search the beach, which I believe will well repay 
us for .our labours. And when we can find no more 
rubies, we will move on to the island near which the 
former owners of this ship found the bed of pearl- 
oysters, which we will also clear. To carry out my 
plans for the conquest of the world, and firmly to 
establish myself as Emperor after the conquest is an 
accomplished thing, will require enormous sums of 
money, so enormous, indeed, that it will be impossible 
for me to be too rich. The maintenance of my Court, 
which I intend to set up on a scale of magnificence 
excelling anything pictured in The Arabian Nights — 
with you, my dear friend, as my Grand Vizier—will of 
itself be a tremendously costly item." 

Ridder whistled softly. He had read The Arabian 
Nights' Entertainments years ago, and still carried in 
his memory vague recollections of splendid palaces, rich 
banquets, magnificent dresses, blazing with jewels, 
beautiful dancing-girls, matchless horses to ride, and 
all the rest of it, and he pictured himself as one of the 
principal figures—if not the principal figure—ay ! why 
not ?—in such scenes, and his imagination and his 
ambition were powerfully stirred. Why—he began 
to ask himself—should he, Karl Ridder, a man in the 
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very prime of life, play second fiddle to this " darned 
withered-looking, yaller-skinned Chink ” ? Hitherto 
he had been quite content to contemplate such a 
possibility; but to-night, as he sat and listened to 
Fu Chu Ling's closing word-pictures of the future as 
he had planned it—or, rather, as Ridder gloatingly 
contemplated the picture of Eastern luxury recalled to 
his mind by the Chinaman's declaration of his plans— 
a more vaulting ambition whispered in his ear certain 
suggestions which he laid up in his mind for further 
consideration. But there was no hurry, he told himself; 
he would have ample time to think over this new idea ; 
meanwhile the first thing to do was to collect the 
enormous wealth that they had only to stretch forth 
their hands and take. 

" What are you so intently thinking of, my friend ? ” 
demanded the Chinaman, suddenly turning his heart- 
searching gaze upon his companion. 

" I ? ” ejaculated Ridder. The question seemed so 
closely germane to his disloyal meditations that for a 
moment he felt thoroughly confused, almost believing 
that the Chinaman possessed the power to detect 
the newly-sown seeds of treachery in his heart; but 
he quickly threw off the feeling and, regaining his 
composure, replied, with a laugh : 

" Say, pard, you really shouldn’t startle a feller by 
springing questions on him suddenly like that, you 
know. What was I thinkin' about ? Well, your men¬ 
tion of your Court, and The Arabian Nights , set me off 
castle-building and day-dreaming, in a manner of 
speaking ; and I was busy picturing in my mind some 
of the scenes in that same Court of yours, when you 
yanked me back suddenly with your question.” 
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" Yes, I rather suspected something of the kind/’ 
replied the Chinaman. “ Well,*' he continued, "it is 
rather late for day-dreaming. Help me to carry these 
stones to my cabin; and then we had both better 
get to bed to sleep and possibly to dream more. A 
strenuous day awaits us to-morrow, and we must 
conserve our energies to meet it.” 

Ten minutes later the ship was wrapped in darkness 
and silence. 

The second day’s labour at the mine was a repetition 
of the first, except that it started at sunrise and 
continued, with only three breaks of half an hour each 
for meals, until the going down of the luminary. It 
was conducted in precisely the same fashion, too, 
while the crew, now thoroughly understanding what 
they were required to do, worked so much the more 
effectively, with the result that when they brought 
their labours to a close at the end of the day the deck 
of the Flying-Fish was cumbered with a quite formid¬ 
able heap of stones awaiting the attention of the 
Chinaman and Ridder. 

Animated by the lust for great riches aroused in 
their hearts by the success of the preceding day, the 
pair fell to work immediately after dinner, Ridder, 
qualified by the knowledge he had gained during the 
previous evening, now rendering efficient help in sorting 
out the rubies from among the worthless stones with 
which they were plentifully mixed. The work, includ¬ 
ing the grading of the stones—this last being Fu Chu 
Ling’s exclusive task—kept the pair busily occupied 
until past midnight, but when it was completed they 
admitted to each other, in tones of exultant gratifica¬ 
tion, that the result amply repaid the toil; for the 
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Chinaman’s valuation of the gems acquired during the 
day amounted, in round figures, to no less than two 
million dollars ! 

There is no need to record in detail each day's work at 
the ruby-mine. One day resembled another, so far as 
the hours of work and the mode of procedure were 
concerned, the only difference being in the daily yield 
of precious stones. There was considerable variation 
in this, as might naturally be expected, but the average 
maintained was excellent, amounting to fully as much 
as that secured on the second day of their labours. 
This state of affairs continued for eleven days. On the 
twelfth the yield of gems seemed to give out quite 
suddenly about midday ; and in the afternoon there 
occurred a great fall of earth which buried Lu Chi—who 
was on the top edge of the cliff, maintaining a look-out, 
and came down with it—and four others of the crew. 
It took very nearly an hour to dig these men out, and 
when this was done it was found that Lu Chi and two 
of the others were dead. This of course occasioned an 
interruption of the ordinary work, for the two injured 
men had to be conveyed aboard the ship and attended 
to, while the exigencies of climate demanded that the 
dead should be buried without a moment’s unnecessary 
delay. By the time that these matters had been 
attended to the afternoon was well advanced, and Fu 
Chu Ling thought it well to excuse his men from further 
labour on that day. 

But F11 Chu Ling, who, with Ridder, had stood by 
watching and directing the operations of the men 
engaged in digging out their buried comrades, had not 
given such undivided attention to this work that all 
other matters had escaped his notice; very far from 
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it. He had seen, for example, that at a certain point 
in the side of the cavity, laid bare by the fall of earth, 
quite a bunch of rubies, a dozen or more in number, lay 
close together, suggesting to his acute mind the possible 
existence of a " pocket ” of the gems at that particular 
spot, and he had at once resolved to investigate the 
matter at the earliest possible moment. Accordingly, 
after the interment of the men killed by the earth-fall 
had been attended to and the crew had been dismissed 
to their quarters, the Chinaman imparted to Ridder the 
news of what he had observed, and suggested that they 
two should pay a visit to the mine and test the truth 
of his suspicion. 

Arrived at the spot, the pair at once began opera¬ 
tions by carefully digging out the bunch of rubies, the 
presence of which had been revealed by the earth-fall. 
These numbered sixteen, one of which proved to be 
more than twice' the size of the largest stone they 
had hitherto found, while its colour was absolutely 
perfect; the others were also exceptionally fine stones. 
But in the process of extracting these stones the 
presence of several others became revealed, which were 
also dug out, but the digging-out of them caused 
another fall of earth, rendering further operations so 
dangerous that the pair agreed to abandon them for 
the moment, and to confine their activities for the 
remainder of the day to the loose soil of the fallen earth 
at the bottom of the pit. The quantity of this was 
so great that they could do very little with it unassisted, 
but several more very fine stones were found, one of 
them being 'an enormous one, as big as Kidder's 
clenched fist, which the Chinaman pronounced to be 
absolutely flawless and of a richness of colour exceeding 
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anything that he had ever seen. The complete 
result of their two hours’ labour was the acquisi¬ 
tion of thirty-one stones, the value of which 
the Chinaman pronounced to be so great that 
he found it impossible even approximately to 
estimate it. 

Upon the return of the working-party to the mine 
on the following morning a careful examination of the 
sides of the pit was made, and it was seen that in the 
immediate neighbourhood of the spot where the 
Chinaman and Ridder had made their rich " find " on 
the previous evening the soil was so insecure as to 
threaten another and perhaps still more disastrous fall 
than that of the previous day ; that day was therefore 
spent in breaking down the earth thereabout until 
the side of the pit had been brought to a safe slope 
and a further fall of earth rendered in the last degree 
unlikely. 

The work was done with a twofold object, the first of 
which was the prevention of further accident. But 
Fu Chu Ling and Ridder recognised that by causing this 
to be done they would also uncover the <f pocket" of 
gems the existence of which they already more than 
suspected; and this expectation was fully realised. 
The pocket was laid bare, and a mine of wealth was 
exposed that made the pair fairly gasp with mingled 
amazement and greed. For five days the entire gang 
toiled and sweated in the pit, working from dawn to 
sunset upon the broken-down debris, extracting every 
stone that it contained, until the value of the rubies 
accumulated reached a point far beyond all possibility 
of computation. 

It will be remembered that upon the arrival of the 
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Flying-Fish on the coast, and at the commencement of 
the search for the ruby-mine, Fu Chu Ling and Ridder 
had taken the precaution to post sentinels on the 
summit of the cliff, whose sole duty it was to keep a 
close watch upon the country inland and to give timely 
warning in the event of any natives of the country being 
seen. This practice had been maintained up to the 
moment when the fall of earth had occurred resulting 
in the death of three of the working-party and the 
temporary disablement of two others, thus reducing 
the strength of the workers. 

These men, however, could be so ill-spared that, after 
a prolonged discussion between the Chinaman and 
Ridder—the former advocating the abolition of the 
sentinel, who had proved to be wholly unnecessary, 
while Ridder strenuously opposed the abolition—it was 
decided that, since no signs of the existence of savages 
in their immediate neighbourhood had thus far been 
observed, the practice of posting a sentinel should be 
discontinued, and the services of an additional man 
thus secured for the working-party proper. But 
although in this matter the American had yielded to 
the arguments of his colleague, he had so done very 
much against his will, and had in the end agreed only 
upon the condition that every man of them should work 
at the mine fully armed. To this Fu Chu Ling quite 
cheerfully assented ; he clearly recognised the prudence 
dictating the suggestion ; hence it came to pass that, 
during the five days above alluded to, every man had 
marched out to work each morning armed with two 
twenty-shot, fully-loaded automatics tucked into his 
belt; and as the party—including Fu Chu Ling and 
Ridder—mustered twenty-five men, the arrangement 
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represented one thousand shots, each counting 
potentially as the life of one man ; the two leaders 
therefore assured themselves—and each other—that 
there was nothing to fear. 


CHAPTER XVIII 


ATTACKED BY SAVAGES 


Perhaps it was presentiment that spurred Ridder 
to oppose so strenuously Fu Chu Ling's proposal to 
dispense with the further services of a sentinel on the 
top of the cliff—to watch for the approach of an enemy 
who never came, as the Chinaman insistently pointed 
out* Twelve days had they been working at the mine 
when the earth-fall occurred, and on every one of those 
twelve days the labour of one man had been wasted in 
the maintenance of an idle watch upon the top of the 
cliff—idle because no enemy had appeared. During 
that period not a living creature of any kind, saving a 
few birds, had been seen; and Fu Chu Ling felt that 
his argument was fully supported by the facts of the 
case. And Ridder was constrained to admit that, so 
far as the facts were concerned, the Chinaman was 
right; the sentinel might very well have been dispensed 
with and his services utilised in the mine. Yet, while 
admitting so much, Ridder felt that the admission did 
not justify the withdrawal of the sentinel. The danger 
—if danger there was—had not yet appeared, but that 
was no reason why it should not appear at any moment; 
and even while he felt more than half inclined to echo 
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Fu Chu Ling's sneers and to deride himself as cautious 
to the verge of cowardice, he was conscious of a certain 
vague something that spurred him to protest against 
the Chinaman’s proposals to abandon the precaution 
of watching and—when he had failed in this—to insist 
that henceforth every member of the party should be 
fully armed while at work. 

And Ridder was right; his instinct, presentiment— 
call it what you will—had not misled him; for 
although the unfortunate Lu Chi—the sentinel who had 
been killed by the earth-fall—had seen no sign of 
inhabitants, a keen-eyed native, tracking a wounded 
buck, had caught a distant view of him and, having at 
length overtaken and secured his quarry, had made it 
his business stealthily to approach the unsuspecting 
man, and so had, with infinite patience, discovered the 
presence of the working-party, ascertained their number 
and their occupation, and had forthwith reported the 
matter to his king. 

Now, this was not the first visit of the Flying-Fish 
to this part of the world ; she had been here on two 
previous occasions, and the particulars of those two 
visits had been recorded in Professor von Schalcken- 
berg's diaries; indeed, it was through the perusal of 
those diaries that Fu Chu Ling and his colleagues 
had become acquainted with the existence and the 
situation of the ruby-mine. The two previous visits 
were, of course, while the ship was in the possession of 
her rightful owners, and in the course of them her crew 
had met with certain rather exciting adventures, the 
ultimate outcome of which had been first the deposition, 
and later the hanging, of the savage potentate who 
governed the people known as the Makolo nation— 
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the most powerful and warlike in that particular part 
of Africa. 

This savage—named M'Bongwele—had been super¬ 
seded by a chief named Lobelalatutor, who enjoyed 
his sovereignty only for a matter of a little over two 
years, when he died, and a powerful chief named 
N'Susa seized the reins of government and became 
in all essentials a second M'Bongwele, of whom indeed 
he had been an ardent admirer and supporter, and 
was now a faithful imitator. He had been fully 
cognisant of, and wholly sympathised with, that 
monarch's great ambition to possess the Flying-Fish , 
and by her means to reduce the neighbouring nations 
to submission ; and now that he learned she was again 
in his country, he resolved to capture her by a bold coup 
and himself carry out the plans of the late lamented 
M'Bongwele. Accordingly, having just made himself 
thoroughly acquainted, through his spies, with the 
general arrangements and methods of working of his 
self-invited visitors, he dispatched a chief named 
Chingaan in command of one hundred picked warriors, 
with instructions that the intruders were to be either 
captured or wiped out, and the wonderful flying-ship 
to be brought to him at all costs. 

This formidable band left N'Susa's village—some 
twenty miles distant from the mine—on the night of 
the eighteenth day after the arrival of the Flying-Fish 
on the coast, their march commencing at such an hour 
as to allow of their arrival at the mine about two hours 
before the dawn, so that they might have time to rest 
before beginning their work of slaughter. The noble 
savage has a very praiseworthy habit of carrying out 
orders with punctuality and dispatch, and thus far 
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N’Susa’s programme had gone with the regularity of 
clockwork, Chingaan and his command thus arriving at 
their destination, a quarter of a mile from the mine, 
as nearly at the appointed moment as could reasonably 
be expected of people unprovided with watches. Here 
they disposed themselves in the long grass and behind 
bushes, and calmly settled down to take a little rest 
after their long night-march. That is to say, the rank 
and file of the company did so ; but Chingaan, as its 
leader and responsible for the success of the expedition, 
could not afford to indulge in the luxury of rest; with 
infinite caution, therefore, he made his way to the edge 
of the cliff overlooking the mine, and there, concealed 
by a bush so admirably placed that it might have been 
specially planted there for his convenience, he carefully 
reconnoitred the ground, mentally arranged the details 
of the attack, and patiently awaited the arrival of the 
strangers upon the scene. They duly turned up with 
the sunrise, and Chingaan, noting with amazement and 
grim satisfaction their neglect to post a sentinel, took 
careful count of the numbers of the two parties—those 
in the pit, and the others on the beach below—and 
then wriggled his way back to his hidden warriors. 

Meanwhile the yellow men in the pit working under 
Ridderis supervision and dose scrutiny, and those down 
on the beach working under the equally watchful eyes 
of Fu Chu Ling, threw themselves into their respective 
tasks with their accustomed energy; and several 
bucketfuls of stones of all sorts and sizes had already 
been separated from the debris thrown down upon the 
beach, and transferred to the deck of the Flying-Fish, 
when, without a second’s warning, the quiet of the 
morning was shattered by a blood-curdling yell, and 
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the yellow men, lifting startled eyes, beheld a torrent 
of plumed and bedizened warriors, armed with broad- 
bladed spears, knobkerries, and oxhide shields, pouring 
over the edge of the cliff and down upon them, hurling 
their spears as they came. There were nine Chinamen 
and Bidder in the pit, and of these three went down, 
impaled by the murderous Makolo war-spears, while 
four more, including Ridder, were wounded, the 
American, as it happened, only slightly. 

With a bitter curse Ridder recognised, now that it 
was too late, his own weakness in failing to insist upon 
the maintenance of a sentinel on the cliff-top to guard 
against just such a ghastly surprise as this, and, whip¬ 
ping out his brace of automatics, he snapped the triggers 
time after time in the faces of those savages nearest him, 
while the Chinamen with him—or at least those of them 
who were still capable of action—did the same, retiring 
slowly toward the outer edge of the pit as they did so. 
The contending parties were so close together that it 
was impossible for those deadly automatics to miss, 
even in the most unpractised hands, and savage after 
savage went down, to the momentary amazement and 
consternation of their comrades, who quickly realised 
that only to have one of these mysterious gleaming 
weapons pointed at him meant death ; and for a 
moment the awful onrush of the black hordes was 
checked, each man trying to shelter himself behind his 
neighbour. 

Ridder’s quick eye instantly noted the signs of dismay 
and hesitation on the part of the enemy, and he as 
quickly took advantage of it. 

4t Down to the beach and make for the ship! ” he 
yelled, as he shot down another couple of savages, and 
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the five Chinamen, grasping his meaning more by the 
tones of his voice than by his words, incontinently 
hurled themselves over the edge of the pit down on 
to the beach some six feet below, while the American, 
stepping slowly backward in the same direction, 
covered their retreat. In doing so he stumbled over 
the body of one of the slain Chinamen, and the accident, 
such as it was, unquestionably saved his life, for as he 
fell a whole shower of spears hissed through the empty 
air where his body had been the fraction of a second 
earlier. In his effort to save himself his hand 
encountered the butt of one of the pair of automatics 
with which the dead man was armed, and, realising 
that his own weapons must by this time be nearly 
empty, quick as light he dropped them, whipped 
the pair of fully-charged pistols from the dead man's 
waistband, sent half a dozen shots into the thickest of 
the crowd now showing signs of pressing forward again, 
and at the same moment leapt over the brink of the pit 
to the beach below. 

As his feet touched the beach he glanced about him 
to see how matters were going there. He recognised in 
an instant that the situation, so far as he and his party 
were concerned, was desperate. In the pit which he 
had just left the space was confined and the com¬ 
batants—especially the savages—were so cramped for 
room that they merely hampered each other's move¬ 
ments ; but down here on the beach there was ample 
space for everybody to move freely, and he saw at once 
that the savages were so manoeuvring as to get between 
the Chinamen and the ship and so cut off their retreat. 
Further than that, he saw that, of the twenty-seven 
men, including Fu Chu Ling and himself, who had left 


280 Cruise of “ Flying-Fish ” 

the ship that morning, only some nine or ten—he could 
not spare the time to count them—still remained upon 
their feet. 

Could the situation be saved ? He doubted it; but 
whatever else he may have been, he was not a craven, 
he knew not the meaning of bodily fear ; the dominant 
thought in his mind at that moment was that there 
was the ship, only a few yards distant, the receptacle 
already of incalculable wealth and the potential means 
of obtaining vastly more : was he to be deprived of his 
share of that wealth by a crowd of howling, naked 
savages ? He swore a frightful oath that he would not, 
and rallying the unwounded Chinamen—his heart 
bounded as he made the discovery that Fu Chu Ling 
was not among them—he pointed significantly to the 
automatics in their hands, then to the ship, and 
beckoned them to retire to her. 

Now, it must not be supposed that because the 
savages numbered four to one of their opponents, and 
had also enjoyed the advantage of a surprise attack, 
they were finding their task an easy one ; very far 
from it. After the first moment of stupefaction, when 
the yell of the Makolo had smitten upon their ears and 
the sight of them pouring down the cliff with brandished 
spears and war-clubs had extorted from them a gasp 
of dismay, the Chinamen had fought grimly and well, 
using their automatics with such deadly effect that 
within five minutes of the attack the strength of the 
savages had been reduced by considerably more than 
half. And among those who had thus far escaped there 
was not one who, during that breathless five-minute 
nightmare, had not seen one or more comrades go 
crashing to the earth when one of those deadly little 
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magical weapons was merely pointed at him. The 
same thought, the same idea, the same conviction 
seemed to come to the black warriors at the same 
moment: these mysterious strangers were without 
doubt potent wizards every one, to fight against whom 
was simply to throw one's life away. True, several of 
them had been killed, but that fact did not seem 
greatly to alter the complexion of affairs in the Makolo 
mind ; that certain of the strangers had been killed 
merely proved that they were mortal, as indeed were 
all wizards, even the witch-doctors of the Makolo 
themselves. And was it really worth while to go on 
fighting and dying to accomplish the impossible ?—for 
of course these strangers, being wizards, would never 
suffer themselves to be beaten. 

The first impetuous, headlong, and usually irresistible 
rush of the savages had been checked, and in the 
momentary pause in the fighting following upon the 
check some such thoughts as those just recorded seemed 
to sweep like a telepathic wave through the mind of 
every savage present, suddenly curbing his ardour, 
subduing his courage, shaking his faith in his own 
invincibility. Ridder, scanning the faces of the 
savages before him, believed he read in the eyes of 
more than one of them symptoms of incipient panic; 
and, knowing how extraordinarily contagious this 
affection is, especially where crowds are concerned, he 
resolved to see whether he could not develop something 
of the kind to his own advantage : therefore again 
waving his hands toward the ship and shouting 
" Forward ! "lie opened a brisk fire with his automatics 
—an example immediately followed by the Chinamen— 
and pressed foiward. Chingaan, the chief in command 
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of the expedition, who still survived unwounded, 
believing that he now saw his chance, shouted to his 
men to open out, allow the strangers to enter the lane 
and then close in upon and envelop them; but the 
American was at least as astute as Chingaan, and 
instead of entering the human lane so obligingly opened 
for him, he suddenly precipitated himself and his 
followers upon the left wing of the enemy, turned it, 
and made a clear road for the retreat of himself and his 
party. 

Those deadly automatics ! The savages went down 
before them as com goes down under the sweep of the 
sickle, and as Ridder and his little band resolutely 
advanced the Makolo involuntarily gave way before 
them ; the incipient panic was developing, spreading 
individually among and getting upon the nerves of the 
black warriors, who had never before experienced such 
a sensation nor engaged in such fighting, and the 
American, quick to note their hesitation, uttered 
a terrific yell, rushed upon the foe and, single-handed, 
actually compelled them to give way before him, while 
the Chinamen, equally quick to note and seize the 
momentary advantage, made a dash for the tunnel 
formed by the bilge-keel and the side of the ship, which 
led to the trapdoor in the ship's bottom, and had almost 
reached it when the blacks rallied and with loud shouts 
resumed the attack by hurling their spears and knob- 
kerries at the little group of flying Chinamen. Four 
of the yellow men fell, transfixed or brained; the 
remainder, a pitiful handful now, managed to gain the 
tunnel and, dashing along it, plunged through the trap¬ 
door and sank, breathless and utterly exhausted, on 
the floor of the chamber of exit, Ridder bringing up 
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the rear and keeping the enemy at bay with the last 
charges of his automatics, by means of which he, the 
last man to enter, just succeeded in leaping through the 
aperture and closing it as another and final shower of 
spears rattled upon the plating of the ship. 

" All right, you chaps,” he gasped cheerfully; 
” you’re safe now ; those black sweeps can't get in here. 
One of you come with me and bind up this gash in my 
arm ; the others had better go to their quarters and 
rest for a bit. Our work here is done, and we're going 
to clear out one-time. You savvy ? ” 

" Yes, mastel, we savvy plenty,” answered the man 
who responded to his call for help. “ The othel 
mastel, Fu Chu Ling, he dead. You oul mastel now, 
eh ? ” 

" That’s so,” answered Ridder. “ But you needn't 
worry; it won’t make any difference to you; you'll 
get the same wages and everything’ll be just the same 
as before. Now get! ” 

The Chinamen, five in number, including the man 
whom Ridder invited to assist him in the binding-up of 
his wound, rose heavily to their feet and ascended the 
corkscrew stair leading to their quarters, to which four 
of them retired while the fifth accompanied the white 
man to Fu Chu Ling's stateroom, in which the ship's 
medicine-chest was kept, and there deftly enough 
dressed and bound up the wounded arm, upon the 
completion of which operation Ridder dismissed him. 

Left alone the American gazed contemplatively about 
him at the contents of the room, in one comer of which 
he observed a large packing-case, evidently transferred 
from the store-room, where it had as evidently once 
contained stores of some kind, possibly chests of tea or, 
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it might be, tins of biscuits. Crossing over to it and 
lifting the lid, he found, as he had quite expected, that 
it had been made the receptacle of the rubies taken from 
the mine. He knew that these amounted to several 
hundreds, but he was scarcely prepared for the sight 
that met his gaze ; the great case was about half full, 
and the stones must number thousands rather than 
hundreds ! He picked up a few of the biggest in sight, 
weighed them absent-mindedly one against another, 
and replaced them. How many dollars did they repre¬ 
sent ? Fu Chu Ling had frankly confessed his utter 
inability even approximately to value them, but had 
confidently asserted that their value might be reckoned 
in millions—millions of pounds , not dollars ! And now 
they were all his 1 The event of that morning which, 
less than half an hour ago, he had so bitterly cursed had 
made the whole of that wealth his ; for Fu Chu Ling 
was now dead! 

Dazed by the multitudinous thoughts and visions of 
enormous wealth and power—and of all that these 
could procure—which jostled each other and wrought 
confusion in his brain, the American turned, made his 
way mechanically up to the pilot-house, released the 
Flying-Fish from her anchorage, sent her soaring high 
into the air, set her engines in motion, headed her to 
the eastward, threw the self-steering gear into action, 
and then, descending to the chart-room, produced a 
chart of the world and proceeded to lay off upon it the 
course to the atoll in the Pacific where the bed of pearl- 
oysters referred to in von Schalckenberg's diaries was 
to be found. This course, if it could be accomplished 
in still air, might be traversed in a little under fifty- 
seven hours. He glanced at the clock, which had been 
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set to local time ; to his amazement he saw that it was 
only a few minutes after seven in the morning instead of 
near noon, as he had quite expected—so much had 
happened since he rose from his bed that morning— 
and making due allowance for the difference in time 
between the two places, he would arrive at his destina¬ 
tion about half-past nine o'clock in the morning two 
days hence. This would suit him admirably; and, 
bringing the ship to her correct course, he again threw 
the automatic steering-gear into action, raised the ship 
to the ten-thousand-feet level, and, descending to the 
dining-room, sat down to think out his future plans and 
await with patience the arrival of his breakfast. 


CHAPTER XIX 


KARL RIDDER'S DREADFUL END 


A very adverse gale encountered after passing the 
Straits of Sunda, which Ridder found himself unable 
to dodge, and which continued until the Flying-Fish 
had crossed the northern extremity of New Guinea, 
delayed the arrival of the ship at her destination until 
nearly four o’clock in the afternoon of the second day 
out from the African coast, and the American came to 
the conclusion that it was then too late in the day to do 
anything worth while; but he availed himself of the 
remaining hours of daylight to determine the exact 
position, relative to the island, of the shoal upon which 
the bed of the pearl-oysters lay, and then, bringing the 
ship to an anchor about the centre of the lagoon, he 
lowered one of the boats and went ashore to explore the 
islet, such as it was. 

He found the atoll to be roughly oval in shape, 
consisting of a ring of coral averaging some fifty feet 
in width and measuring about five miles long by about 
three miles wide. Of this ring, about a quarter of a mile 
on its westermost side was raised above water, forming 
the islet, the remainder being the reef, with the usual 
break in the middle about two hundred and fifty feet 
286 
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wide, forming the entrance to the lagoon. At its 
highest point this diminutive islet rose some thirty feet 
above the level of the sea, and here in the course of the 
ages a thin layer of soil, consisting for the most part of 
rotted seaweed enriched by the droppings of sea-birds, 
had formed, which afforded all the nourishment 
required by a small clump of coconut-palms and a thin 
carpet of coarse grass. There was no other vegetation 
of any kind, nor was there any fresh water ; but at the 
southern end of the island the American came upon a 
saucer-like depression in the coral which had evidently 
been used by the former owner of the ship for netting 
the oysters and so getting at the pearls which they 
contained ; for all round the depression there still lay, 
scattered broadcast, many hundreds of empty oyster- 
shells, while more than a bucketful of seed-pearls 
lying about in the inequalities of the depression, and 
evidently discarded by the former pearl-fishers as not 
worth the trouble of collecting and carrying away, 
bore eloquent testimony to the enormous value of the 
pearls that had been collected. Ridder, however, was 
insatiably avaricious; he was not the man to despise 
even so comparatively trivial a source of wealth ; and, 
returning to the ship, he summoned the five survivors 
of the terrible fight on the African beach and, conduct¬ 
ing two of them to the store-room, selected one of the 
largest empty packing-cases he found there and bade 
them convey it to his stateroom, while the other three 
he ordered to take buckets and descend with them into 
the boat, where he followed them. Then, returning 
to the shore, he ordered one of the men to climb the 
palms and throw down as many of the nuts as seemed 
sufficiently ripe, while he led the other two to the 
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depression and, pointing to the seed-pearls, ordered 
them to be collected, placed in the buckets, and 
conveyed to the boat. When all was done, the spoils 
of the afternoon were found to consist of nine fine 
coconuts, and one ship's bucket full almost to the 
brim of seed-pearls. These seed-pearls the American 
deposited in the packing-case which he had caused 
to be placed in the stateroom, and felt very well 
satisfied with himself when he retired to rest that 
night. 

The following morning Ridder was early astir, for 
what he had seen and found during the previous after¬ 
noon acted merely as a spur to his avarice. During 
the past two days he had been meditating profoundly 
and laying plans for his future. The dreams of a life 
of Eastern luxury and licence, which his imagination 
had conjured up in response to Fu Chu Ling’s projected 
conquest of the world, had dissolved and blown away in 
that fierce tempest of battle fought on the African 
beach ; they had gone with the passing of Fu Chu Ling ; 
but another dream had come in place of them, a dream 
quite as dazzling in its way as the other. The rubies 
safely locked up in Fu Chu Ling's cabin already repre¬ 
sented wealth literally " beyond the dreams of avarice ’* 
—they probably meant that he, Ridder, was already 
potentially the richest man in the world—but there was 
another vast mine of wealth lying out there, little more 
than two miles away ; a mine the possession of which 
there were no savages to dispute with him ; and that 
mine he meant to rifle of the very last atom of its 
treasure. This done, he would conceal the whole of his 
treasure in some safe but easily-accessible place, hie him 
to Germany, sell the Flying-Fish to the Government of 
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that country for the best price he could obtain, bargain¬ 
ing—if the war were still in progress—for a commission 
as captain of her, and in that capacity use her as an 
agent for the destruction of the vaunted British Navy 
and the complete overthrow of thrice-hated Britain! 
Ay, that would indeed be a most delectable revenge 
for the wholly imaginary wrongs which he chose to 
believe he and his had suffered at the hands of the 
hated British. 

Inspired and stimulated by this splendid, this 
glorious idea, Ridder rose with the coming of the dawn 
and, gladly quitting a couch upon which he had passed 
a somewhat restless night, made his way down into 
the diving-room, where he experimentally donned 
Mildmay’s suit of diving-armour, in which he believed 
he would be able to work very much more comfortably 
than in that of the professor, which he had found to be a 
rather tight fit. The experiment resulting satisfactorily, 
he carried the suit up on deck and deposited it in the 
boat, in readiness for the projected after-breakfast 
operations, and then paid a visit to the gear-room, 
where he found the small bag-nets which had been used 
by the former occupants of the ship when engaged upon 
similar operations. Two of these and a shovel he 
also carried up and deposited in the boat and his 
preparations were then complete. 

Ridder had given orders for breakfast to be served 
at an early hour, both in the crew's quarters and to him¬ 
self ; the day was therefore still quite young when, in 
the starboard-quarter boat with its other boat in tow, 
he and the five surviving Chinamen left the ship to 
make their first run out to the oyster-bed, leaving, as 
usual, the ship in charge of the two men acting as cook 
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and steward. It was a glorious morning, with a gentle 
breeze from the eastward just wrinkling the placid 
surface of the lagoon ; the sky was an intense brilliant 
blue, flecked here and there with small patches of white 
fleecy clouds, between which the sun shot down beams 
of already scorching heat; and the air was vibrant 
with the deep, unceasing thunder of the surf upon the 
reef, the breaking of which threw up a wall of diamond 
spray thirty feet high along the whole line of the reef, 
save only at the one spot where the passage was to be 
found, and for which the boats were now heading. 

To take small open boats through a comparatively 
narrow passage in such a wall of whirling, seething, 
boiling surf and spray was a task demanding something 
more than ordinary nerve, but Ridder was well supplied 
with it; he was, moreover, fortified with the knowledge 
that the boat he was steering toward that apparently 
narrow gap had already negotiated it often before ; he 
therefore held steadily on, and smiled grimly as the 
boats swept through without so much as a drop of 
spray coming aboard them. 

Outside the lagoon there was a long, low swell running 
but no sea, and the boats rode the undulations as 
lightly and buoyantly as seagulls, even while they were 
to windward of the atoll; upon the shoal, which was 
directly to leeward of the atoll and only some two miles 
distant from it, the swell was scarcely perceptible. A 
pleasant run of about half an hour from the moment 
when they started from the ship took the boats down 
to it, and Ridder anchored them as nearly as possible 
in the centre of it. To throw over the rope ladder 
which was to afford the means of descent and ascent 
between boat and shoal, to lower two net-bags for the 
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reception of the oysters, and a shovel wherewith to fill 
them, was a very simple task, as was the assumption of 
the suit of diving-armour, and Ridder was then ready 
for the work of the day. He had only used these 
diving-suits twice before, but on the last occasion it 
had been under very much more trying conditions 
than those of the present; he therefore unhesitatingly 
swung himself over the boat's gunwale and, descending 
to the oyster-bed, seized the shovel and fell to work 
shovelling the oysters into the net nearest him. There 
were only about twenty-eight feet of water on the shoal, 
it was crystal-clear, and the sun was already high in the 
sky, darting his beams almost perpendicularly down 
through the pellucid sea; there was ample light, 
therefore, for the American to see what he was about, 
and the work of filling the bag-nets, hauling them up 
and emptying them into the boats went on briskly; in 
a little more than six hours both boats were as full of 
oysters as it was prudent to load them ; and Ridder, so 
thoroughly exhausted with his unaccustomed labour 
that he could scarcely climb the rope ladder, heaved a 
sigh of satisfaction as he discarded the heavy suit of 
diving-armour and, giving orders to haul up the 
anchor and the ladder, started the engines and headed 
the boats back for the lagoon. 

Upon their arrival inside, the boats, just as they were, 
were taken directly alongside the ship and all hands 
went to dinner ; after which both boats were taken to 
the saucer-like depression in the rock at the southern¬ 
most extremity of the island, where they were unloaded 
and their cargoes roughly so arranged that the whole of 
the sliell-fish should as evenly as possible be exposed to 
the direct rays of the sun. By the time that this was 
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done the afternoon was so far advanced that it was too 
late to make another run out to the shoal for any 
effective work before sunset; besides, Ridder felt too 
thoroughly fatigued to do any more that day, where¬ 
fore he indulged in a good long swim in the lagoon, 
and after an early supper retired to his stateroom for 
the night. 

Thus matters progressed for a fortnight—each day's 
proceedings being precisely similar to those of the day 
before—by the end of which the depression was as full 
as it would hold, while the process of putrefaction of 
the earlier-gathered oysters had so far advanced that 
Ridder considered the time ripe for him to begin his 
search for the gems which he expected to find. 

The daily visits to the shoal were accordingly inter¬ 
mitted, and the five Chinamen were taken to the spot 
where the thousands of rotting shellfish lay, and the 
disgusting task of grubbing among them for the pearls 
was begun. The stench was of course horrible beyond 
description ; it was indeed so dreadful that even the 
Chinamen, who were by no means fastidious, would 
only tackle the job when their nostrils had been 
plugged with cotton-wool steeped in disinfectant; but 
although less than half the oysters were found to be 
in a fit state for operating upon, the results were so 
amazingly good that, before the first day’s work came 
to an end, the American had determined that he would 
not leave the atoll until the very last oyster had been 
taken. 

Nearly five months were thus spent by Ridder and 
his stolidly-obedient satellites, alternately fishing up 
oysters at the shoal and grubbing among their putrid 
remains for the beautiful gems which they contained; 
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and although the oyster-bed was still very far from 
being exhausted, the accumulation of pearls had been 
so incredibly great that even the American’s greed was 
almost satisfied ; moreover, the stock of provisions was 
approaching exhaustion, so that in any case it was 
evident a move must be made before long. Ridder 
accordingly decided that he would fish the shoal for a 
further fortnight; give the fish time to rot; finally 
clear up the contents of the " saucer " in which the 
catch of oysters was deposited, collecting every pearl 
to be found therein ; and then carry out the further 
programme upon which he had already determined. 

It was mid-morning on the eleventh day of the final 
fortnight’s fishing upon the shoal, and Ridder was, as 
usual at that hour, down on the oyster-bed, busily 
shovelling oysters into the bag-nets for the Chinamen 
in the boats overhead to haul up, when he became 
aware of an exceptionally big shark swimming lazily 
to and fro in his immediate neighbourhood. It was by 
no means the first shark that he had seen while thus 
engaged; indeed, scarcely a day passed while he was 
working on the shoal that he did not see one or more of 
these sea-tigers passing within range of his vision ; but 
none of them had seemed to take any notice of him, and 
he had at last ceased to take any notice of them. Why, 
indeed, should he allow his attention to be diverted 
from his work by them ? he reasoned ; they could not 
hurt him, even if they should essay to attack him, for 
was he not sheathed in armour upon which the teeth of 
even the biggest and fiercest shark could make no 
impression ? 

Therefore he went steadily and confidently on with 
his work—the more confidently, perhaps, because at 
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length his formidable visitor seemed to have departed. 
In this assumption, however, Ridder was most tragic¬ 
ally mistaken, for as he raised himself to his full height, 
after bending over one of the bag-nets to spread its 
mouth fully open, he felt himself suddenly and violently 
snatched off his feet, and realised, to his dismay, that 
the big shark had seized him and was carrying him off I 
And although he still had the assurance—now verified 
by experience—that he was safe from the teeth of the 
monster, there is very little doubt he recognised in that 
dreadful moment that he was now exposed to a peril 
as awful in its way as that of being devoured alive, 
namely, the peril of being carried so far away that when 
eventually released—as of course he must be—he would 
be at so great a distance from the shoal, and so utterly 
ignorant of the direction in which it lay, that his chance 
of being able to find his way back to it was not worth 
a second thought! 

The Chinamen in the boats of course witnessed the 
occurrence, for the water was so clear and the light so 
good that, anchored where they were, they could see 
the bottom distinctly and, for want of something more 
entertaining, had acquired the habit of watching 
Ridder as he worked below them. They took the 
matter quite philosophically—at first; there was no 
particular reason why they should do otherwise, for 
there was nothing in common between them and the 
white man; he had never shown, either by word or 
look or deed, that he regarded them otherwise than as 
mere chattels, gifted with just enough intelligence to 
comprehend and obey such orders as he chose to give 
them; he had invariably been harsh and exacting 
toward them; why should they be in the least degree 
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distressed because a shark had seized and carried him 
off ? True, he was the man to whom—Fu Chu Ling 
being dead—they looked for the payment of their 
wages ; but they could afford to ignore that now, for, 
Ridder also being now dead—and it never for a moment 
occurred to them to regard that as a matter admitting 
of the slightest doubt—the great, wonderful airship 
and all that she contained was theirs; and they were 
quite astute enough to understand that, apart from 
all other valuables which they might find in the ship, 
the enormous accumulation of pearls which they had 
so materially helped to collect would, when equally 
divided, amount to a splendid fortune for each of them. 
At this conclusion the five Chinamen unanimously 
arrived after discussing for about half an hour the pros 
and cons of Ridder’s tragic disappearance ; and having 
thus decided, they quite cheerfully hauled up the bag- 
nets, transferred their contents to the already consider¬ 
able accumulation of oysters in the boats, hauled up 
the anchor, and so made ready to return to the 
atoll. 

Not a shadow of doubt had they as to their ability 
to do this; for had they not often enough seen the 
white man start the engine by simply thrusting forward 
the little lever that projected from the engine-casing ? 
So, as soon as the rope ladder and the anchor had 
been hauled inboard, one of the Chinamen confidently 
grasped the yoke-lines, while another, who declared 
that he knew all about it, thrust forward the starting- 
lever. 

But what was this ? There was no answering hum 
from the engine indicating that it had started, and the 
two boats, one in tow of the other, went quietly drifting 
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away from the atoll before the fresh easterly breeze 
that had sprung up in the course of the morning. A 
lively discussion as to the reason for this unforeseen 
contretemps at once ensued, in the midst of which one 
of the Chinamen suddenly remembered that the 
“ mastel ” had been wont, after the stoppage and 
before the starting of the engine, to open the top of the 
casing and do something mysterious to the machinery 
inside it; the cover was therefore at once thrown 
back, and the five Celestials crowded round the casing 
and stared with unintelligent eyes at the beautiful, 
complicated little bit of mechanism which it enclosed. 
One after another they thrust in their hands and 
touched first one and then another part of the engine, 
but without result; and when at long last they came 
to realise that they could do nothing with the engine, 
they had drifted so far from the atoll that only the 
tops of the little clump of coconut-palms could be seen 
when the boats lifted on the back of a fast-gathering 
swell. 

The explanation of the mystery is very simple. One 
of Ridder’s most objectionable characteristics was his 
suspicion of everybody else. An ineffable scoundrel 
himself, he felt that he could trust nobody, not even 
those ignorant Chinamen with whom a strange fate 
had associated him; therefore, that they might not 
play him any such awkward trick as, for instance, 
abandoning him some day while he was at work down 
there on the oyster-bed, he had adopted the simple 
expedient of turning the vapour out of the engine 
whenever the boat reached her destination ; and as the 
valve on the main pipe was actuated by a wheel, and 
that wheel was in an inconspicuous position, it never 
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occurred to either of the unfortunate Chinamen to try 
the effect of turning it—with the result that they went 
drifting helplessly away to the eastward and, so far as 
is known, were never more seen or heard of. 


It was mid-September in the year of our Lord 1919. 
Five eventful years—less a few months—had slid into 
the irrevocable past since the day when the German- 
Irish-American, Ridder, perished, and that unhappy 
little band of Chinamen drifted away and disappeared 
from the lonely atoll in the vast solitudes of the Pacific ; 
the great European war was over; and the tom and 
bleeding nations were painfully striving to effect a 
return to something approaching the prosperity that 
ought to go hand-in-hand with peace. Chudleigh Hall 
—which during the war had been transformed, under 
the able and sympathetic supervision of its mistress, 
her daughter Ida, and Mrs. Mildmay, into a conva¬ 
lescent home for officers recovering from wounds, shell¬ 
shock, and, worse even than these, the unspeakable 
horrors added to modem warfare by German Kultur — 
had reverted to its former estate as the home of a 
refined, generous-hearted, hospitable English gentle¬ 
man ; and its owner. Sir Reginald Elphinstone, with 
his wife and daughter and his four inseparable friends. 
Admiral Sir Edward Mildmay, K.C.B., D.S.O., etc., 
and his wife; General Sir Cyril Lethbridge, 
K.C.B., V.C., and sundry other distinctions; and 
Professor Heinrich von Schalckenberg—once more 
beaming happily on the world at large and his personal 
friends in particular—were, while sitting at dinner, 
animatedly discussing a certain recent and most 
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interesting event in which the four members of the 
little company had been prominent participants. 

Not to wrap this event up in unnecessary mystery, 
it may here be confidentially stated that it consisted in 
the presentation to the First Lord of the Admiralty, 
as representing the Navy and the nation generally, 
of the great air and submarine super-Dreadnought 
Invincible , which, by the professor's indefatigable exer¬ 
tions, had at last been completed. It was a strictly 
private function, and for certain reasons deemed to be 
good and sufficient, all reference to it and to the ship 
herself had been carefully excluded from the news¬ 
papers ; not so much as even the faintest whisper of it 
had been permitted to transpire; but the affair had 
gone through in a most gratifyingly satisfactory 
manner; the King had graced the ceremony with his 
unofficial presence, had taken a trial flight in the ship, 
had gone over her from stem to stem, from pilot-house 
to keelson, had once more astonished everybody by 
the amazingly intimate knowledge of things technical 
revealed in his questions and comments, and had been 
profuse in his expressions of personal gratitude to the 
munificent and patriotic donors. In the interest which 
the completion and presentation of the new ship had 
awakened in the minds of the quartette most intimately 
concerned, the mysterious disappearance of the Flying- 
Fish jnore than five years previously had been almost 
forgotten, and it was now only very rarely that her 
name was mentioned. 

It was one of those still, lovely evenings of early 
autumn which are nowhere to be enjoyed in greater 
perfection than in " glorious Devon,” and the tempera¬ 
ture was so mild that the dining-room windows of the 
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Hall had been flung wide open to afford free entry to 
the delicate odours that floated in from the magnificent 
gardens surrounding the house, which were still in 
luxuriant bloom. During a momentary lull in the 
conversation a faint humming sound became audible 
in the calm evening air; and one of the company 
casually remarked that there was evidently an 
aeroplane flying somewhere in the neighbourhood. 

" No/* said the general, " that is no aeroplane ; the 
note is too deep and sonorous for that; it is an airship 
—one of the Government craft, probably. But what 
on earth is she doing over here so late in the evening ? 
It is high time that her crew should take her home and 
put her in her little bed ; if they delay much longer 
it will be too dark for them to see what they are about.” 

" I don't believe that is one of ours—or at least I 
don't believe it is a naval airship," remarked Mildmay. 
" I've seen and heard every one of them so often during 
four of the last five years that I would be almost 
prepared to bet I could name any one of them by the 
mere sound of the propeller. And yet that note ”— 
it was steadily increasing in intensity—" somehow 

seems to be curiously familiar- Hello, Professor! 

what's the matter, old chap ? ” 

Mildmay might well ask the question, for during the 
progress of the above brief conversation the professor 
had been sitting as still as a graven image, listening 
intently to the steadily-increasing humming sound, his 
fork impaling a fragment of chicken, poised motionless 
midway between his plate and his widely-opened 
mouth, while had anyone been particularly noticing 
him, they would have observed that, his rather promi¬ 
nent eyes were protruding to such an extent that they 
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seemed about to pop out of their sockets. Finally, 
when Mildmay remarked upon the sound as seeming 
" curiously familiar,” the worthy man, apparently 
carried out of himself by some overmastering emotion, 
sprang to his feet, flung his fork in one direction and 
his napkin in another, and with an indescribable yell 
that somehow suggested a perfect delirium of joy, 
rushed through one of the open windows out upon the 
lawn, where he stood waving his arms madly skyward. 
The other members of the party started to their feet in 
alarm at such extraordinary conduct on the part of the 
usually sedate and phlegmatic friend, and Elphinstone 
and Lethbridge made as though to go in pursuit of him, 
the former exclaiming— 

“ The poor chap has certainly gone suddenly mad ! 
We must bring him in, get him quietly to his room, and 
send for a doctor at once.” 

But Mildmay, pale with emotion, interposed. " No,” 
he said; <r the man is not mad, unless it be with joy. 
Don't you yet understand ? Have you not yet recog¬ 
nised the sound of that propeller ? It is the dear old 
Flying-Fish returning home as mysteriously as she 
went, and—yes, by the Great Hooked Block ! there she 
is, heading slowly for her old berth in the wood ; and 
there goes von Schalckenberg to meet her. Good old 
Flying-Fish ! Come on, you chaps, let's go to the wood 
to meet the man who has brought her home; though 
who he is or where he has come from Til be hanged if I 
can guess! ” 

The Flying-Fish returning ! It could not be true, 
they told each other, even as—the dinner completely 
forgotten—they all rushed out upon the lawn and, 
gazing up into the darkening sky, beheld the 
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well-remembered shape slowly and cautiously man¬ 
oeuvring to get fairly over her berth in the great clump 
of trees not far from the house. As for the professor, 
he could be dimly seen in the gathering dusk running 
hatless at breakneck speed in the same direction, 
evidently determined to reach the spot before her and 
in some mysterious fashion—probably he could not 
himself have explained how—assist her to alight. And 
thither, after the first pause of incredulous amazement, 
the remainder of the party, the ladies included, followed 
him but little less hurriedly. 

As the pedestrians hastened forward, throwing 
frequent upward glances at the airship, now almost 
directly overhead, it became apparent, at least to the 
male members of the party, that the individual who was 
manoeuvring the Flying-Fish was little, if anything, 
more than the merest novice at handling such a craft, 
for he brought her up to her berth at scarcely more than 
drifting pace, and as she at length hung fairly over the 
clump of screening trees he was seen to emerge from the 
pilot-house and run first to one end of the deck and 
then to the other, peering over the rail in each case as 
though to assure himself that there was room for the 
craft, both ahead and astern. Satisfied, apparently, 
as to this, he was seen to dash back into the pilot-house ; 
and a moment later the great ship began to settle very 
slowly down into her nest. Luckily, the evening was 
perfectly calm, or the stranger, careful though he 
evidently was, might, through his very excess of caution, 
have experienced considerable difficulty in berthing 
the ship; as it was, she came down and settled upon the 
ground as gently as a tuft of thistle-down; indeed so 
perfect was the landing that Mildmay admiringly 
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remarked the professor himself could not have done 
it better. 

As the great ship touched the earth Professor von 
Schalckenberg, closely followed by the other males of 
the party, plunged into the tunnel formed by the star¬ 
board bilge-keel and the bottom of the ship and, finding 
the spring of the trapdoor, threw the latter open and 
sprang into the chamber of egress, the others following 
him. Without pause they passed thence into the 
dining-room, the professor switching on the light as he 
went, and from thence up the spiral staircase, past the 
engine-room—from which issued the subdued thud of 
the air-pumps, indicating that the stranger, whoever 
he might be, up in the pilot-house, knew enough about 
the working of the ship to understand the necessity to 
hold her well down to the ground by filling her air- 
chambers with condensed air—finally arriving, in a 
somewhat breathless condition, in the vestibule, where 
they were met by a fine, stalwart young fellow who 
smilingly advanced with outstretched hand and the 
exclamation— 

" By Jove ! it's the professor himself, by all that's 
wonderful! Hello, Professor ! How d'ye do ? Glad 
to meet you again. Sir Reginald, too —and the admiral 
and the general! Gad ! how pleased I am to see you 
all 1 How d'ye do, everybody ? " 

The professor stared at the cheerful youngster for a 
moment, and then somewhat hesitatingly took the 
proffered hand, saying, as he continued to stare 
questioningly in the face of the other : 

" Ach Himmel / You have the advantage of me, 
sir, but-" 

He hasn’t the advantage of me, though," cut in 
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Mildmay, as he in turn grasped the stranger's hand in 
a grip that caused the youngster to wince and make 
a comical grimace; “ it's young Burton , or Fm a 
Dutchman ! Dick, my boy, this is the most delightful 
, surprise I've had—that we've all had—for many a long 
day. But how on earth ?—hang it all! there are so 
many questions to ask that I'll be shot if I know where 
to begin 1 ” 

The mention of Dick Burton's name by Mildmay 
gave the clue to the rest, though they found it some¬ 
what difficult to recognise in the fine big, brawny, 
sunburnt youngster the lad they had picked up in 
the Atlantic more than five years ago, and they all 
welcomed him with the same hearty cordiality that 
had distinguished the admiral's greeting. They all, 
too, seemed inclined to shower questions upon him, 
but Sir Reginald interposed. 

” Look here, you fellows,” he said, " if we start 
asking questions here we shall not get back to the house 
before midnight; and we all seem to have forgotten 
that the ladies are waiting for us down below—to say 
nothing of the fact that we have not yet finished dinner. 
You, Burton, will of course come up to the house with 
us, and stay just as long as you possibly can. I dare 
say you will not object to a bit of dinner—though I 
expect it has gone stone-cold by this time—and when 
you feel fit to give it us we shall all be eager to hear the 
extraordinary story which I am sure you will have to 
ten us.” 

“ Very many thanks. Sir Reginald,” answered Dick, 
" I shall be very glad to avail myself of your land offer 
for a day or two ; for of course my return to England 
was quite unpremeditated, and I shall have to think 





304 Cruise of “ Flying-Fish ” 

out what is best to do. Now, if you will excuse me for 
a moment I'll just stop those air-pumps, say a word or 
two to the man I brought along with me, and then I'll 
be quite at your service." 





CHAPTER XX 


DICK BURTON’S AMAZING STORY 


An hour later found the entire Chudleigh Hall party, 
ladies included, comfortably settled in the smoking- 
room, where they had gathered to listen to Dick 
Burton’s story. 

“ Upon our return to London, after parting from 
you ladies and gentlemen,” he began, “ of course I 
went back to Dulwich. Then the war broke out, and 
naturally the pater joined up at once. I tried to join 
up, too, with several more of our fellows, but they 
wouldn’t have me at any price ; shook hands with me 
and told me to stick to school for a few years longer, 
like a good boy. And, like a good boy, I did as I was 
told until those infernal—beg your pardon, ladies— 
until the Huns shocked the world and drove English¬ 
men mad with indignation by torpedoing the 
Lusitania , and then I couldn’t stand it any longer. 
I’d grown a bit since I first tried, and when I had a 
second shot at them I managed to persuade the authori¬ 
ties that I was eighteen years old—since I had to lie I 
thought I might as well spin a whopper while I was 
about it—and, telling them that I was an experienced 
yachtsman, I was lucky enough to get a job in the 
305 
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Motor Launch Patrol; and then I had the time of my 
life, I give you my word. Hard work ? Rather I but 
—oh, it was grand I Talk about excitement—but you 
will understand all about it, Admiral, I'll bet. I was 
present at the Zeebrugge affair, and—Jove ! it was hot 
work, I can tell you; but I wouldn't have missed it 
for anything you could name. Of course I got bowled 
over—there were very few of us who didn't; I was 
in hospital for an awfully long time, and I was 
only allowed to join up again a very short while 
before along came the Armistice ; and because I 
was still a bit groggy I was among the first to be 
demobbed. 

" As it happened the pater was in pretty much the 
same case as myself; we were just a couple of ' crocks,' 
of no more use to anybody so far as fighting was 
concerned, so we went down together to the Isle of 
Wight—to Ventnor, to be exact—to get our health 
and strength back, 

" While we were there it happened that the pater 
crossed over to Portsmouth to transact some business, 
and I went with him. Our business was soon done, 
and as we had still a good part of the day before us we 
decided to cross over to Gosport, have a look round 
at the old town, and return to the island by way of 
Stokes Bay. It is to that decision, Sir Reginald, 
that you owe the return of the Flying-Fish , as you 
shall hear. 

" We were walking to Stokes Bay by way of Hazlar 
Creek when our attention was arrested by the sight of a 
schooner yacht laid up on the mud, with a weather¬ 
beaten board lashed to her rigging announcing the fact 
that she was for sale. The most casual glance at her 
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was enough to tell us that she was an old ship, quite out 
of date—obsolete, in fact, from the yachtsman's point 
of view ; but she was a pretty model, and evidently a 
very fine sea-boat; perfect, in fact, for ocean cruising— 
if only her timbers were sound. The pater and I had 
been saying to each other that a good long voyage 
would be just the thing to set us up and make us both 
as good as new again, but of course it was quite out of 
the question ; passages aboard were not to be had for 
love or money. But the sight of this schooner set us 
longing again. A good long cruise in a comfortable 
yacht was what we really needed, and there was the 
very craft for us—if only she were staunch. The 
agents who had the sale of her were Gosport people, so 
we turned right-about, walked back to Gosport, found 
that the Mermaid —that was her name—was for sale at 
a mere breaking-up figure, went aboard her and gave 
her a thorough overhaul, found that she was oak-built, 
coppered and copper-fastened, and—although more 
than forty years old—as sound as a bell. We bought 
her, fitted her out as a topsail-schooner—her original 
rig—manned her with a crew of ten good men—yachts¬ 
men, every man of 'em—including cook and steward, 
and sailed quietly out of the Solent one fine morning 
of last April. 

“ We hadn't any very definite notion of where we 
were going—the pater said, ‘ Let us be guided by 
circumstance 1 —but we headed south to start with; 
crossed the Bay—where we had a fine chance to test 
the boat's sea-going qualities, and found them to be all 
that we could wish—looked in at Madeira, and then 
headed for Cape Town. From Cape Town we went to 
Mauritius, where we spent a fortnight—most interesting 
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little island, Mauritius—and from thence to Colombo, 
where we spent a fortnight viewing the sights of Ceylon. 
From Colombo we crossed to Penang, thence on to 
Singapore, and from Singapore to the Philippines and 
Japan. Having got so far to the eastward, we now 
determined to do the Pacific. We touched at the 
Ladrones and the Carolines, and were heading to the 
south’ard and east'ard for the Solomons, when one 
morning we found ourselves becalmed on the Line, and 
within a couple of miles of a small atoll not marked 
upon our chart. 

“ It was a little bit of a place, not more than a 
quarter of a mile long, with nothing on it but a clump 
of about half a dozen coconut-palms perched upon a 
little hump in the middle of it, but it had a fine lagoon 
on its eastern side, and in the middle of this lagoon 
we saw a craft moored which, with the help of our 
glasses, we made out to be either the Flying-Fish or 
her twin sister! 

" That was enough for us. We were to the eastward 
of the island, and when about eight o'clock a little 
breeze from the east'ard sprang up, we put up our 
helm, the pater took the wheel, and I went up to the 
top sailyard to con the ship through the break in 
the reef. 

" We got through all right, and anchored about a 
cable's-length from the Flying-Fish —for she it was, as 
we saw by the name on her bow and stem. But she 
seemed to be deserted ; there was no movement, no sign 
of life aboard her, and we began to feel very seriously 
alarmed, for we feared that you had reached this 
out-of-the-way spot and that some dreadful calamity 
had befallen you all; and this fear was not lessened, 
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I can tell you, when we saw that the boats were 
missing. 

" Of course our mudhook was no sooner down than 
we lowered our gig, and the pater and I boarded the 
craft. The pilot-house door was open and we entered 
shouting your names, but there was no reply; and a 
thorough search of the ship showed that she was indeed 
abandoned. But when, after searching the ship, we 
returned to the pilot-house and proceeded to look about 
for some clue to the mystery, we soon found it in the 
form of a sort of half log, half diary which had been kept 
by a chap named Karl Ridder—sounds like German, 
doesn’t it ? That book is now aboard the Flyifig-Fish, 
and you’ll be able to read it for yourselves to-morrow. 
You’ll find it quite interesting, I assure you. All 
that I now need tell you is that this fellow Ridder was 
a sort of chief mate to a remarkably clever Chinaman 
who had conceived the idea that he would like to 
become Emperor of the World, and that it would be 
fairly easy for him to do so if he could secure a really 
perfect airship. By the merest accident this Chinaman 
got to hear of the existence of the Flying-Fish , and 
following up the clue with characteristic patience he 
eventually obtained all the information he needed, 
including even the exact position of the ship’s hiding- 
place in the Hurd Deep. This information he obtained 
in the nick of time to enable him and Ridder to get 
possession of the Flying-Fish just before the outbreak 
of war ”—the male listeners of the party here exchanged 
nods of understanding—“ and their first exploit was to 
hold up, rob, and destroy the French mail-steamer 
Gironde , which I dare say you all remember 
mysteriously went a-missing only a few days before war 
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was declared. Then they took the ship to Peking, 
where the Chinaman seems to have had certain friends 
by whose help he hoped to secure a stock of ammunition, 
crystals, and acid sufficient to justify him in starting 
his conquest of the world. This hope, however, was 

I a frost, and, not to remain indefinitely idle, the pair— 

having still a good stock of crystals and acid—decided 
to fill in their time by exploiting a ruby-mine some¬ 
where on the East African coast. I gather that this 
venture turned out to be amazingly successful, the 
value of the rubies obtained being—according to 
Ridder—beyond all possibility of computation. But 
the adventure ended in tragedy, the party having been 
attacked by natives who nearly wiped out the lot; 
Ridder and five Chinamen, exclusive of the cook and 
steward, who were aboard the ship, being all that 
succeeded in escaping. The leading spirit of the party 
•—a Chinaman named Fu Chu Ling—appeared to have 
been among those killed by the savages ; and Ridder, 
finding himself now in undisputed possession of the 
ship and all that she contained, started straight away 
for the atoll where we found the ship, and where Ridder 
understood that a rich bed of pearl-oysters existed. 
Arrived here, he started pearl-fishing; and again his 
success seems to have been incredible, according to the 
diary; but I have not been able to verify either this 
statement or the other relative to the rubies, for 
two of the cabins are locked and I have been 
unable to find the keys. If the rubies and pearls 
found are aboard, they will probably be in those 
two cabins. 

" I gather from the diary that the pearl-fishing was 
carried on for five months; and then, on a certain date 
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which I have forgotten, the entries abruptly cease and 
the rest of the story is a mystery. The pater and I, 
however, talking the matter over together, thought the 
explanation might be that Ridder and his five China¬ 
men, working on the shoal, had been caught by 
a hurricane swooping down upon them suddenly and 
blowing them out of sight of the island, which they 
were unable to find again; or, of course, the boats 
may have been swamped by mountainous seas and their 
crews washed out of them and drowned. Anyhow, 
the absence of both boats renders it pretty evident 
that disaster of some sort overtook them suddenly while 
they were away from the ship. Of course, we landed 
upon the islet and had a look round there, and the first 
discovery which we made was that of two human 
skeletons, which the pater and I, guided by entries in 
Bidder's logbook-diary, came to the conclusion must 
have been those of the Chinese cook and steward, who 
seem never to have been employed outside the ship, 
our supposition being strengthened by the fact that 
there was not a particle of food or a drop of water to 
be found aboard the ship. Our theory, therefore, was 
that when those two had consumed all the food and 
water in the ship they must have swam ashore, in the 
hope of finding both on the island. But, as you no 
doubt know, there is no fresh water on the island, so 
after exhausting the small stock of coconuts there, 
they must have perished miserably of hunger and thirst. 

" That, however, was not the only discovery we 
made. We found the spot where Ridder, after fish¬ 
ing up the oysters from the shoal, had brought 
them ashore and laid them out to rot. There were 
thousands of them—or rather, of empty shells, for the 
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fish had long ago rotted and dried and shrivelled up to 
nothing—and when, impelled by curiosity, we started 
to turn over these shells, we soon discovered that 
among them there were numerous very valuable pearls. 
These the pater is going to collect, as also to load up 
the tons of valuable shell that are heaped up at that 
end of the island. 

" But as soon as we had grasped the fact that the 
Flying-Fish had been stolen from you, the pater and I 
agreed that the first thing to be done was to restore her 
to you ; so I picked out a good man to accompany me, 
put enough provisions and water aboard to last us over 
the trip, and—here we are.” 

“ Had you any difficulty in handling the ship ? ” 
asked Mildmay. 

" Not a bit,” replied Dick. 11 1 remembered every¬ 
thing you had told and explained to me almost as 
clearly as if it had all happened less than a month ago. 
The only thing I feared was that the crystals would not 
hold out to the end of the journey—for they have run 
the supply pretty short, I can assure you, and I 
believe there is not another handful left in the ship— 
but I managed all right. Of course, I tested my know¬ 
ledge and my memory a bit by raising the ship into the 
air and bringing her down again before I actually left 
the island; but my most difficult job was that of 
berthing her in that belt of trees where she now lies.” 

" How long did it take you to make the trip ? ” 
asked Mildmay. 

" Just under eighty hours by the clock,” answered 
Dick. " We left—let's see—what day is this ? ” 

" Friday,” replied Mildmay; ” and it would be about 
seven o'clock, or thereabouts, when you arrived.” 
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" Yes/’ agreed Dick, “ I suppose it would, judging 
by the light. Well, we left the island about half-past 
four o'clock, local time, on Tuesday afternoon—the 
day of the Mermaid's arrival there, and I noticed that 
the ship's clock, which I have not altered since I 
wound it three days ago, marked within a minute or 
two of half-past twelve. I might have made rather 
better time, I think ; but I got blown a bit off my course 
when crossing the head of the Bay of Bengal, and again 
when crossing southern Europe.” 

" Still, you did remarkably well, Dick, and your 
performance shows that the old ship’s engines are still 
running well,” remarked Sir Reginald. 

” Oh, the engines are all right,” said Dick ; " and 
so is the ship herself, for that matter. Of course, Ridder 
and his crew of Chinamen have not taken as much care 
of her as you would have done, and her interior will 
need something in the nature of a ' spring-clean '; but 
apart from that, she’s not a penny the worse for her 
long stay at that Pacific atoll,” 

Young Burton's last remark was punctuated by a 
most terrific yawn; whereupon Lady Elphinstone 
intervened to save him from any further questions by 
remarking that she was certain he must be feeling 
dreadfully tired ; and Dick pleading guilty to the soft 
impeachment, the party at once broke up and Dick was 
conducted to the room which had been prepared for 
him, where within the ensuing ten minutes he was fast 
asleep. 

The following day was devoted to an exhaustive 
examination of the Flying-Fish , when, by means of a 
master-key in Sir Reginald's possession, the state¬ 
rooms which had been occupied by Fu Chu Ling and 
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Ridder were opened and the enormous accumulation of 
rubies and pearls collected by the pair came to light. 
So tremendous was the collection that it was impossible 
to attach even an approximate value to it; but upon 
one point Sir Reginald was inflexibly emphatic, which 
was that Dick Burton, having come upon the Flying - 
Fish derelict and brought her safely home, was entitled 
to handsome salvage ; and that, to save all trouble in 
the matter of valuation, that salvage should take the 
form of one-half of all the gems—rubies and pearls— 
found aboard the ship, Dick, while admitting that, 
according to law, he was perhaps entitled to the usual 
percentage of the value of ship and cargo, vehemently 
protested that Sir Reginald's proposal was altogether 
too lavishly liberal; but the baronet, supported by the 
rest of the party, was firm ; and the end of it was that 
young Burton was ultimately compelled to yield, 

" And what became of the Flying-Fish ? ” I fancy 
I hear some inquisitive reader ask. The perusal of 
Ridder's logbook-diary clearly revealed the fact that 
it was solely due to the information contained in certain 
entries in the professor's diaries that the theft of the 
ship became possible, therefore in future such entries 
will be made in code of a character which it will be 
impossible to decipher without a key. Meanwhile, 
the Hurd Deep being justly regarded as no longer a safe 
hiding-place for the ship, Admiral Mildmay successfully 
undertook the task of finding another berth for her, 
where she now reposes in perfect safety, awaiting the 
moment when the spirit may move Sir Reginald and 
his friends to take another cruise in her. 


THE END 


SAMPSON LOW*/ 



JUNBOP POOL/ 

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS 


The modern boy and his sister crave for reading that Is modern, 
exciting and amusing. They want something that will satisfy 
their Imagination and make them say, M Gee, I wish Pd been 
there I ” In this list there Is a wonderfully wide choice of 
adventure and school stories. And for the boy—or girl, who 
prefers fact to fiction there Is the famous " Romance *' Series 
and the equally excellent M Splendid M Series. The younger 
children have not been forgotten, for there are charming 
Rupert Stories, and a number of fine Fairy Books. 
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JOHN CREASEY 

2/6 net 

BLAZING THE AIR TRAIL. James Lacre was one of the most 
famous long distance fliers, and with his nephew, Peter Grey, he 
starts as favourite for the great Round the World Flight, a test of 
endurance and air skill that gives thrill after thrill. 

THE JUNGLE FLIGHT MYSTERY. Two famous airmen started 
on a flight to India ... then only silence. Bob Owen, keenly interested 
in flying, begins the finest thrill of his life when he joins the air 
expedition going In search of the lost flyers. 

THE TREASURE FLIGHT. Mike, Jim Wallace’s airman cousin, 
promised "fireworks” if Jim went to his cottage. But certainly 
he had no idea of the breathless adventures that were to follow. 

ANTON LIND 

2/6 net 

SIX TOUGH FELLOWS. A foreign boy arrives at Altonbury and 
causes a terrific feud between the Fourth and Fifth. Suddenly he 
Is kidnapped, rescued—and kidnapped again, and the book ends in 
a grand adventure when his chums find him and the mystery Is 
cleared up. 

SUPER TERM, YOU CHAPS l Into Altonbury bursts the human 
bombshell, Bob Martin. He Is such a nuisance that everybody sits 
on him ; left alone he gets Into serious trouble and causes his 
brother’s friends some hectic adventures. 

WIN THROUGH, ALTONBURY. After Sports Day at Alton¬ 
bury five bo/s decide to spend the summer hols. In a motor launch 
voyaging round the coast. They find thrills galore and ripping fun 
as well. 

DINGY AND PIPS, DETECTIVES, LTD. Dingy, the very 
inexpert wireiess enthusiast, and Pips, the crazy conjurer, start a 
Detective Agency, and by very unconventional methods solve a real 
mystery. 

SECRET SERVICE AT ALTONBURY. When Major ” Monty,” 
the new sportsmaster, came to Altonbury, no one expected the 
queer happenings which centred around him. The boys were 
thoroughly thrilled by the grand adventures they went through. 

JACK HEMING 

2/6 net 

THE AIR TREASURE HUNT. Major Maxwell Moody In his giant 
flying boat flies to South America to find the Inca’s treasure, but 
he comes up against a gang of villains who are only defeated by the 
pluck of a boy pilot In the expedition. 

[ 2 ] 





JACK HEMING 

THE AIR CIRCUS. The Air Circus Is an air show whose job Is to 
prove that British planes are the best. There Is a gang of spies from 
another country who stop at nothing to wreck the Circus, but 
chiefly owing to a young crack pilot the Circus wins through. 

PLAYING FOR THE SCHOOL. Brookwood School was In a 
bad way, but the new games master and a new boy, Monty Carlin, 
revolutionise the school In a way that Is full of thrills and fun. 

MICHAEL POOLE 

2/6 net 

COURIERS OF THE AIR. Con and Tom Stirling find them¬ 
selves in charge of their father’s Air Park, Strange commissions 
come their way, with more than a spice of danger. A fast-moving 
story of thrills among the clouds. 

DETECTIYES AT BURNDEN SCHOOL, With an ex-Secret 
Service man as Headmaster queer happenings might be expected. 
The schoolboy detectives chance on a mystery that leads along a 
strange path of clues and thrills to a secret of ominous importance. 

THE SECRET SERVICE OF THE AIR. Two boys join their 
form-master, who Is really a British Secret Service Agent, in defeating 
the terrible ** Q " plan. Their adventures, In the air or not, are 
terrific. 

MYSTERY OF CRANSTON SCHOOL The first XI cricket 
pitch at Cranston was dug up at night, and It produced a super 
mystery that took the amateur detectives all their time to solve. 

2/- net 

UNDER RINGWOOD'S RULE. Jackson Wrexham decides 
that he does not like Ringwood School, but his chums, with some 
thrilling scrapes, change his views! 

G. GIBBARD JACKSON 

2/6 net 

AIR ACES IN CHINA. Somewhere in China there is a treasure 
of fabulous value. A band of English airmen set out to find 
it, with a gang of unscrupulous crooks close behind ! Then thrilling 
adventures. ... _ 

THE AIR CROOK AT ROOFONTEIN. The lonely school on 
the edge of the South African veldt was suddenly plunged 'into a 
series of high-speed adventures when the son of a flying explorer 
starts a search for his father. 

AIR FIGHTERS OF THE ANDES. Rumours of a mysterious 
airship over the Andes begin a struggle by some airmen and boys 
against a man whose gang is both powerful and dangerous. 
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G . 6IBBARD JACKSON 

2/6 net 

THE AIR GOLD HUNTERS. A thrilling tale of a search for 
gold by air In Papua. Adventures and thrills all the way through I 

BAFFLING THE AIR BANDITS. A young airman and his chum 
Invent a new type of plane, but a gang of spies try to get the designs. 
An exciting and mysterious story. 

THE AIR PIRATES OF THE CONGO. Two boys, their 
father and two others set out in a seaplane up the Congo to find 
a huge treasure of rubies, but they meet the Air Pirates and get 
into some terrific adventures before they find the rubles. 

AIR SPIES OF THE NORTH SEA. A splendid story of 
foreign spies In seaplanes outwitted by some schoolboys, whose 
adventures are really thrilling. 

FIGHTING SKYBIRDS. An aerial quest for the treasure of a 
lost civilization on the Amazon. It sounds exciting but the adventures 
In the book will far surpass all expectation. 

SPEED BOAT SPIES. The boys of Cams School are much excited 
by the visits of a ghost and a mysterious speedboat. How a few of 
them dear up the mystery Is very exciting reading. 

SCHOOLBOY SPEED-KINGS. Several boys from a school 
near Brookiands are Involved In the activities of a gang of car- 
thieves. They bring these to justice but not before going through 
many thrilling adventures in racing cars. 

FLYING SMUGGLERS. Some boys of Swanbury School discover 
that there are flying smugglers working In the neighbourhood. 
They try to defeat them, but have a very lively time before they win. 

SCHOOLBOY SLEUTHS. Why does the Headmaster go to 
the deserted tin mine at night? Six boys at Clandon School try 
to find out, and their adventures make exciting reading. 

2/- net 

THE QUEST OF THE OSPREY. The story of the hunt for 
a mine of fabulous value. Any amount of excitement and danger 
and adventure. 

PIRATES 'GAINST THEIR WILL. A terribly thrilling pirate 
yarn, of fights, raiding parties, treasure, torture and great pluck. 

SERCOMBE GRIFFIN 

2/6 net 

THE CRIMSON CATERPILLAR. How a French boy and an 
English boy crossed the Sahara In the wonderful car with a load 
of salt and came to the City Beneath the Sand. Full of super 
adventures. 






GODFREY F . PULLEN 

2/6 net 

JERRY SMASHES THROUGH. Jerry was known as a slacker at 
Dawnecombe, but when he leaves he shows what he Is worth and 
comes back to Dawnecombe to get mixed up In an adventure more 
exciting than those he had already had. A super-thrllllng tale. 

THREE STOUT FELLOWS AND ME. This book tells of the 
lively time four chums had at school. Scrapes, thrilling adventures 
and games of rugger and cricket—not a dry moment. 

MARTIN KENT 

2/6 net 

THE FLYING HOOLIGANS. Peter Ross, son of the Chief 
Constable of Gloucester, discovers the clue to the mystery of a 
series of terrible disasters occurring through the country, and 
leads a force of airmen to combat the menace. 

BRACEBRIDGE HEMING 

2/6 net 

AIR ACES OF THE NORTH. Two boys, Terry Brady and Jim 
Brock, find a fabulously valuable cache of Silver Fox furs in Northern 
Canada, but the discovery becomes known to Gadzt, an unscrupulous 
killer, and then the fun begins ! 

THE FLYING MIDGET. Professor Goss, the noted radiologica 
scientist, is kidnapped by a clever crook, who needs his help to 
perfect an amazing ultra-modern scheme for illegal money making. 
Harry Goss, his nephew, sets out in his tiny plane to the rescue. 

R. A. H. GOODYEAR 

V(> net 

PULLING TEMPLESTONE TOGETHER. Templestone was 
going downhill till a new boy. Garth, startled the school by 
winning the Inter-schools cross-country race in terrible conditions. 
He starts Templestone on an enthusiastic fight back Into her old 
proud position. 

TUDORYALE COLOURS, Tudorvale’s sports captain Is keenly 
Intent on creating a new record when he loses his two chief Colours. 
The struggle results In matches of terrific excitement, and with a 
mystery and a school feud makes the year full of thrills. 

2/- net 

THE HARDY BROCKDALE BOYS. Brockdale looks down on 
a nearby school of delicate boys, but a series of sensational adventures 
bring the two schools together on level terms. 
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R. A. H. GOODYEAR 

21- net 

SOMETHING LIKE A CHUM. A boy from a ship-wreck Join* 
the school. Adventure follows adventure, and the boys have a 
really lively time. 

ALL OUT FOR THE SCHOOL. Much fun Is caused by the 
arrival at Wolverton School of twin masters, who add zest to the 
life of the school. There Is much fun In this tale and some stirring 
accounts of Soccer matches. 

STRICKLAND OF THE SIXTH. Hanenhall School has fallen 
on bad days. But 44 Stride," the captain, determines to make things 
hum. How he does it Is a very interesting story. 

BOYS OF THE MYSTERY SCHOOL. A story full of thrills 
and containing a particularly Intriguing mystery. Fine descriptions 
of football and cricket games. A very good story for boys. 

THE FELLOWS OF TEN TREES SCHOOL. Nearly every¬ 
body resented 44 Jig M being a member of the School. But In the 
end hls pluck won him the respect of masters and boys alike. 

1/6 net 

THE SPORTING FIFTH AT RIPLEYS. A rattling schoolboy 
story, with some delightful youngsters, the Inevitable mischief- 
maker, and fine descriptions of battles on the playing fields. 

ROWLAND WALKER 

2/6 net 

BOYS OF THE AIR PATROL. The thrilling adventures of 
two chums who, while ranching In Canada, are able to assist the 
Canadian Air Patrol In rounding-up a gang of bandits. 

MUSKUM PETE. A stirring story of the lone scouts who blazed 
the western trail a century ago. It Is a tale of Injun cunning defeated, 
of fights, and desperate adventures. 

2/- net 

THE LOST EXPEDITION. Two boys go with a party to search 
for an expedition lost In the wilds of the Amazonian forests. They 
have thrilling adventures and narrow escapes galore, but all ends 
we!f. 

MASTER VALENTINE BUCKET. A ripping yarn of japes and 
scrapes at school with Valentine Bucket. It will keep you laughing 
all the time. 

1/6 net 

THE LION’S WHELP AT SCHOOL. Tony Whelpton Is up 
to every kind of prank, his 44 spoofs " are super. The book is cram- 
fuil of mischief and fun. 
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MASTERS 


BERNARD 

2/6 net 

AT THE SIGN OF THE WOLF’S HEAD. Here Is a bold 
buccaneering yarn of the Spanish Main that will thrill you the whole 
time. It Is a great tale of fights, adventures, treachery and secret 
treasure. 

G. FORSYTH GRANT 

1/6 net 

BURKE’S CHUM. The adventures of Burke and his chum, 
Perdval, told In a lively manner. The story is full of adventurous 
doings and thrilling exploits. 

THE BERESFORD BOYS. Wllmot Is accused of breaking school 
rules, and has a very rotten time, but eventually he proves his 
innocence. 

THE BOYS OF PENROHN. Two brothers enter school 
under a cloud of sorrow, which is intensified for Acholl by happenings 
to his brother. Soon, however, the facts come to light and we 
leave Atholl happy and popular. 

I/- net 

THE HERO OF CRAMPTON SCHOOL, Two chums stick 
to each other during a rough time at school. A great yarn which 
all boys enjoy. 

HARRY COLLINGWOOD 

21 - net 

THE CRUISE OF THE « FLYING-FISH.” The amazing flying- 
boat-submarine was stolen, and its owners have the most extra¬ 
ordinary adventures before it Is recovered. 

THE WRECK OF THE M ANDROMEDA." A thrilling story 
of a shipwrecked party who land on a wonderful Island where many 
strange things happen to them. 

IN SEARCH OF EL DORADO. Wilfred Earle and Dick Caven¬ 
dish set out to try and discover the treasure city of El Dorado. 
They have the most thrilling adventures, and make the most 
surprising discoveries. _ , , 

UNDER A FOREIGN FLAG. The story of Paul Swinburne, a 
snotty who is unjustly dismissed the Service. He joins the navy 
of another country and proves his innocence. A fine racy yarn. 

1/6 net 

THE VOYAGE OF THE 14 AURORA.” Young Captain George 
Leicester bought the Aurora and set out for Jamaica. He had any 
number of breath-taking adventures before he got there. 

UNDER THE METEOR FLAG. Ralph, the hero, Is one of the 
most dashing midshipmen who ever breathed. HIs adventures on 
secret service are super-thrilling reading. 
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HARCOURT BURRAGE 

2/- net 

THREE CHUMS. The three inseparables were disgruntled because 
they had been moved from the cock house to a new house, and 
determined to slack both In work and games. But the new term 
found them inwardly rather ashamed of themselves. 

GEORGE CUPPLES 

2/- net 

THE GREEN HAND. Starting as a very green hand, he soon 
became as smart as paint. Later, when sailing as a passenger, he 
ukes command in an emergency, and returns home in charge of 
a prize captured by himself. 

CHARLES EDWARDES 

2/- net 

THE NEW HOUSEMASTER. Who was he? The boys didn’t 
know, nor the headmaster, nor the police. But the gang of coiners 
knew, and used the boarding school to cover their operations. 

H. ELRINGTON 

2/- net 

THE OUTSIDE HOUSE. The house outside the school gates 
was altogether rotten, but Harry Vereker brings a new spirit Into 
It, and the “outside house " makes good. A ripping yarn of pluck 
and adventure at school. 

G A H E N T Y 

2/- net 

JACK ARCHER. A midshipman In the Crimean War has the most 
thrilling adventures both at sea and on land, and covers himself 
with glory. 

1/6 net 

WINNING HIS SPURS. The story of an English lad who won 
his spurs after many wonderful deeds and hairbreadth escapes 
during the Crusades. Not dry history, but a series of grand 
adventures. 

THE CORNET OF HORSE. Adventure and pluck In the gallant 
days of old, a ripping story of a young officer In Marlborough's 
famous army. 
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GROVES 


J . PERCY 

2/- net 

CHARMOUTH GRANGE. Philip Ruddock tried his best to 
do away with the young heir. But young Ronald Cathcart, with 
tremendous pluck, came Into his own after many hair-raising 
adventures. 

w L . A L D E N 

I/- net 

THE ADVENTURES OF JIMMY BROWN. Jimmy writes his 
own diary—all about his own scrapes and adventures. Ripping fun. 

R. M . BALLANTYNE 

2/- net 

THE YOUNG FUR TRADERS. The ripping story of Canada 
in the days of the Indian braves. Super-thrilling—it’s a great yarn I 

MARTIN RATTLER. Hair-raising adventures in Brazil and at sea. 
A glorious yarn for boys. 

G. MANVILLE FENN 

2/- net 

OFF TO THE WILDS. Two boys go on a shooting expedition 
into the wilds of South Africa. Terrific adventures and fine fun. 

FIRE ISLAND. The adventures of a cheery ship’s crew among 
Papuan savages. Cast high and dry by a tidal wave upon the shore 
of a volcanic Island, they find It a veritable hunter's paradise. Tons 
of adventure. 

1/6 net 

THE BLACK BAR. Two great chums are midshipmen In the 
stirring days of the slave traders. They get Into every sort of tight 
corner and have adventures galore. 

THE SILVER CAfiON. A splendid yarn of adventure and thrills 
on the Mexican plains, and of the Silver Canon which contained 
fabulous wealth. 

GROUP SCOUTMASTER 
ROME ATTWELL 

2/- net 

BINDO OF AVONS1DE. Packed with thrilling adventures, 
sport, school-life, and every phase of Scouting—camping, tracking, 
hiking and patrol-work. 
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BELLAMY 


R 


L 


2/- net 


SCOUT GREY ; DETECTIVE, There Is a baffling mystery about 
Barnett Farm that nobody can unravel. But Scout Grey is not easily 
scared* and stays on to solve the mystery. 

THE ADVENTURES OF SCOUT GREY, Scout Grey was a 
scout of the first water. He was also a clever amateur detective ; 
and his pluck and Ingenuity in unmasking " wrong-'uns," will 
delight all boys. 


WALLACE 


LEW 


2/- net 

BEN HUR. The world-famed tale of the early Christians. The action 


Is powerful and vivid and holds one's attention to the last word. 


H I G S O N 


K I T 


2/- net 

THAT SURPRISING BOY, SPINKS. A super yarn of japes 
and fun galore* and all sorts of adventures. Spinks does some most 
surprising things. 

THOMAS HUGHES 

2/- net 

TOM BROWN’S SCHOOL-DAYS. The greatest school story 
ever written, every boy will enjoy It to the last page. 


J G ROWE 

2/- net 


ROUND THE WORLD WITH DRAKE. A story of Sir Francis 
Drake’s voyage round the world in the Golden Hind , of fights with 
Spaniards, of treasure and of great adventure. 


MICHAEL SCOTT 

II- net 


TOM CRINGLE’S LOG. In Jamaica and the West Indies with a 
man whose chief Interest In life seems to be to find something 
thrilling to do—and he always does I 
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M A 


E L 


PETER 

2/- net 

UNDER THE SEA TO THE NORTH POLE. A thrilling 
story of adventure In the Arctic regions, with hardships galore 
met with pluck and endurance. 

CAPTAIN MARRYAT 

2/- net 

MR. MIDSHIPMAN EASY. One of the greatest boys* stories 
of the sea ever written. The middy’s adventures will In turn make 
you roar with laughter and tense with excitement. 

TOM BEVAN 

2/- net 

THE MYSTERY TRAIL, On an expeditions Ronald Leslie Is 
captured by black men. To his amazement he finds that he has 
been kidnapped by order of a white man, who Is a kind of king In 
the wild country. 

BOD BLAIR—PLAINSMAN. A super yarn of a feud In Australia. 
Bob Blair’s struggle with a bushranger's gang Is cramfull of thrills. 

1/6 net 

THE HEROIC IMPOSTER. Henry Borden was an Imposter ; 
but how could he help It ; so much happiness for other peoplo 
depended on It. Full of Intrigue and danger and tight corners. 

F • CARLTON-WISEMAN 

1/6 net 

ONE EXCITING TERM. And a truly thrilling term It was. with 
enough excitement to last most boys a lifetime. Boy Scouts (and 
all other boys, too) will revel In this story of mystery and pluck 
and adventure. 

HAROLD AVERY 

2/- net 

A BOY ALL OVER. Fred and Bob, two school chums, have a 
great many escapades and usually come out on top. 

D. M . CALLOW 

2/- net 

TOBY IN THE SOUTH SEAS. Twin brothers, with their 
family, live on a South Seas Island ; they have some grand adventures 
and ripping fun. 
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HARRY COLLINGWOOD AND 
PERCIVAL LANCASTER 

2/- net 

IN THE POWER OF THE ENEMY. During a Zulu revolt 
Hugh’s little brother Is stolen. The wildest, most hair-raising 
adventures happen to both brothers. 


W . BOURNE COOKE 

2/- net 

THE GREY WIZARD. A thrilling pirate story, with a kidnapped 
boy. a secret concerning hidden treasure, a truly poisonous villain, 
treachery, pluck, and a happy ending. 


JULES VERNE 

2/- net 

TWENTY THOUSAND LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA. The 

masterpiece of all submarines. Its voyages and the astounding adven¬ 
tures of Its crew make one of the most fascinating stories ever 
published. 

DROPPED FROM THE CLOUDS. Five men escaping by 
balloon from an American city In war-time, are carried out to sea 
by a hurricane. After the most acute perils they are cast upon an 
Island far from land. 

THE ABANDONED. This Is the story of the mysterious island 
upon which the castaways were 41 Dropped from the Clouds " and 
also the story of a neighbouring Island that proved even more of 
a mystery. 

THE SECRET OF THE ISLAND. A mysterious tale of an 
unseen person who guards a band of castaways. An extremely 
exciting book. 

ADRIFT IN THE PACIFIC. Just the book for boys I A party 
of schoolboys suddenly find themselves wrecked on a lonely Island. 
Every type of adventure. 

AROUND THE WORLD IN EIGHTY DAYS. Phlneas Fogg, 
for a wager, attempts to go round the earth In eighty days. It Is a 
case of whirlwind travel for aeroplanes were not then Invented. 
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V E 


R N E 


JULES 

2/- net 

THE CLIPPER OF THE CLOUDS. The most wonderful aero¬ 
plane that ever flew, the story of Its world-wide voyage Is one 
continuous thrill. 

THE CRYPTOGRAM. This was the secret document, written In 
a difficult cypher, which proclaimed the Innocence of Joam Dacosta, 
a man condemned to death. It makes an enthralling story. 

THE MASTER OF THE WORLD. He considers that the 
wonderful flying machine he has Invented gives him complete control 
of all nations. But he meets John Stock I 

THE FUR COUNTRY. Perils and excitement In the Arctic Circle, 
every boy will enjoy this thrilling book. 

FROM THE EARTH TO THE MOON AND A TRIP ROUND 

IT, An American determined to visit the moon, so he made an 
enormous gun and a huge projectile—and tried. 

GODFREY MORGAN. Godfrey Morgan Is weary of luxury. His 
fond uncle allows him to go off on a voyage with his tutor. The two 
are thrown upon an Island, and have much adventure. 

EIGHT HUNDRED LEAGUES ON THE AMAZON. Not 
merely a description of a Journey down the most wonderful river 
In the world, but the story of a brave gentleman wrongfully accused 
of a crime. 

A FLOATING CITY & THE BLOCKADE RUNNERS. The 

Blockade Runners tells how a young skipper ran a cargo to the 
American ports during the Civil War. A story of tense excitement. 

FIVE WEEKS IN A BALLOON. In a balloon, the inventor, 
his faithful servant, and a friend, cross Africa from East to West. 
Many adventures come to the Intrepid voyagers. 

TRIBULATIONS OF A CHINAMAN. A Chinaman writes an 
order to his friend to kill him. He then changes his mind and wants 
to live, but friend and paper have both disappeared. 

DICK SANDS. The responsibility of bringing • sailing ship safely 
to port devolves upon Dick Sands, a boy of fifteen, many adventures 
ana hair-breadth escapes befall him. 
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JULES VERNE 

2/- net 

THE END OF NANA SAHIB. A party of men travel many 

£v miles In a wonderful moving house, drawn by a marvellous steam 

^elephant. Their many adventures and the end of the fiend of the 
Indian Mutiny are very exciting. 

THE FLIGHT TO FRANCE. An Interesting story of a party 
of charming French people who are forced to flee from Germany 
when war Is declared between the two countries. 

HECTOR SERVADAC. A most astonishing story of the collision 
between a comet and the earth, full of adventure and excitement, 
and Incidentally, full of Information concerning certain heavenly 
bodies. 

THEIR ISLAND HOME. Jules Verne had such an admiration 
for the famous book, The Swiss Family Robinson, that he himself 
wrote a sequel. It Is quite as Interesting as the book that Inspired It. 

THE CASTAWAYS OF THE FLAG. The final adventures of 
The Swiss Family Robinson . They are shipwrecked. After many 
privations and adventures they get a very pleasant surprise. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE FRANKLYN. A mysterious tale of 
a sea captain who went to sea—and disappeared. A jolly good yarn. 

THE LIGHTHOUSE AT THE END OF THE WORLD. 
Three men are In charge of a lighthouse on a lonely Island at the 
southern extremity of South America. A band of pirates have a 
lair near-by and most exciting happenings take place. 

MICHAEL STROGOFF. A terrific romance of Czarlst Russia. 
Michael Strogoff Is a courier who has a very Important message to 
carry across Russia. The book Is powerfully thrilling. 

1/6 net 

FLOATING ISLAND. An artificial Island Is made, and under Its 
own power, It travels to many parts of the world. The marvellous 
adventures of Its Inhabitants make an exciting tale. 

WINTER AMID THE ICE. A most thrilling book for boys, 
dangers and perils of every kind In the Arctic Circle. 

THE VANISHED DIAMOND. A fine story of the adventures 
of a young engineer who attempted to make a diamond. There 
was a diamond and It vanished ; but how f Read the story. 

TIGERS AND TRAITORS. A thrilling story of a strange caravan 
that penetrates the great forests of India. Thrills and adventures 
In plenty. 
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V 


ERNE 


JULES 

I/- net 

BURBANK THE NORTHERNER. Burbank, through hit 
enemy's machinations, gets Into some very tight corners j a 
thrilling tale. 

TEXAR THE SOUTHERNER. Texar Is decidedly an ugly 
customer. During the American Civil War he does his best to ruin 
the man he hates. 

THE CHILD OF THE CAVERN. The story of the most 
extraordinary adventures In a mine of fabulous wealth. 

Also I/- editions of : 

TWENTY THOUSAND LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA 

THE SECRET OF THE ISLAND 

ADRIFT IN THE PACIFIC 

THE CLIPPER OF THE CLOUDS 

GEORGE LITTLE 

1/6 net 

LIFE ON THE OCEAN. The thrilling account of twenty years 
at sea told very vividly. Fights and mutiny, cannibals and pirates, 
all have their snare In making a very exciting and interesting book. 

J. MACGREGOR 

1/6 net 

ONE THOUSAND MILES IN THE ROB ROY CANOE. 

This Is the log of a thrilling cruise In a small canoe, over many of 
the rivers of Europe. A grand adventure. 


BESSIE MARCHANT 

1/6 net 

ON THE TRACK. A boy finds strange papers, and a history of 
treasure gold, telling how his grandfather, many years before, 
left England for South America, and found moving adventures and 
many hard knocks. 

I /- net 

IN THE CRADLE OF THE NORTH WIND. This story of 
the sea and a hunt for a missing ship In the Ice-bound regions of the 
north Is well worth reading. 
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M A R L O W 


FRANCIS 

I /6 net 

THE SECRET OF THE SANDHILLS. A most exciting story 
of hidden treasure. It tells of treachery, Intrigue, wild adventure, 
and final downfall of the villaln-in-chief. 


W. CLARK RUSSELL 

2/6 net 

THE WRECK OF THE u GROSVENOR.” Recognised as one 
of the greatest sea tales ever written. The unforgettable story of 
the hair-raising adventures on board with the mutineers In power. 

THE FROZEN PIRATE. A strange, eerie story of a frozen 
eighteenth century pirate who comes to life. Something altogether 
original In sea yarns. 

THE SEA QUEEN. An adventurous voyage In a sailing ship, 
with a mutiny, ship on fire and a terrific storm 


LUCIEN BI ART 

1/6 net 

FROM LABRADOR TO MEXICO. This story takes us Into 
many lands, among all kinds of interesting and strange people. The 
young man had anything but a dull time 1 


BERNARD HELDMAN 

1/6 net 

MUTINY ON BOARD THE M LEANDER.” This book Is 
packed with thrills of all kinds. Fire, shipwreck, savages, pirates, 
slavery, and final escape all tend to make breathless interest for 
boy-readers. 


c . j . H Y N E 

1/6 net 

SANDY CARMICHAEL. Sandy Is a ragged little urchin, who 
travels far, has many adventures, and so impresses the savages he 
finds himself among, that they decide to make him king. 
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KNIGHT 


ARTHUR L . 

1/6 net 

IN JUNGLE AND KRAAL. The adventure* of two young 
midshipmen In the jungles of Ceylon. An expedition Into the 
jungle Is planned, and, after many adventures they assist In capturing 
alive a herd of elephants. 

I/- net 

BROTHER MIDDIES AND SLAVERS AHOY. The adven¬ 
tures of two young ** middles ” who seem to have a genius for falling 
In and out of adventures. 


PERCIVAL LANCASTER 

1/6 net 

CAPTAIN JACK O’HARA, R.N. A rollicking story of a sailor 
who has many adventures, who takes all kinds of risks, and is afraid 
of nothing and no one but the heroine. But he succeeds there too. 


A N D R £ LAURIE 

1/6 net 

THE CRYSTAL CITY UNDER THE SEA. The Crystal City 
under the Seo Is a fantastic tale of a young midshipman, who, washed 
overboard In a storm, finds himself In a wonderful glass city under 
the sea. 

ASCOTT R . HOPE 

2/- net 

THE BOYS OF WHITMINSTER. This book recounts the 
adventures and misadventures of as lively a bunch of schoolboys 
as you could wish to meet. 

REDSKINS AND SETTLERS. Yarns of life In the Wild West. 
Many thrilling adventures are recorded In graphic style, tn the times 
of Buffalo Bill, and Kit Carson, the times of fierce fighting with 
Red Indians. 

THE TRUANT FROM SCHOOL A boy runs away from 
school and finds Just how exciting life among Red Indians really Is. 
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R 


HOPE 


A S C O T T 

I/- net 

THE BANDITS OF THE BOSPHORUS. It was great fun 
pretending to be bandits, but they found that amateur bandits 
sometimes get Into trouble themselves. 

THE VULTURE’S NEST. The hero Is a very plucky lad whose 
exciting experiences in the Alps will appeal to all adventure-loving 
boys. 

** DUMPS,” Tom Richardson was a ragged, bare-footed little Scot, 
and a delightfully interesting character he was. His pluck and 
endurance during a very trying time at school make excellent 
reading. 

SANDY’S SECRET. A canny Scots boy fondly Imagines he has 
discovered a thrilling secret which Involves his own quiet school¬ 
master with a pirate. 


WALTER C. RHOADES 

1/6 net 

OUR FELLOWS AT ST. MARK’S. Scrapes and adventures 
galore, and thrilling cricket and football matches. Well worth reading. 


SAM NOBLE, A • B . 

1/6 net 

TWEEN DECK IN THE ’SEVENTIES. A great yarn of life 
In the navy when Sam Noble was young. It is a thrilling book which 
all boys enjoy. 


G NORWAY 

1/6 net 

RALPH DENHAM’S ADVENTURES. Ralph goes to Burma 
and has a great number of thrilling adventures In the sinister jungle. 
This Is a book to make one’s pulses beat 1 


W. A. ROGERS 

1/6 net 

DANNY’S PARTNER. A story about a one-legged man and an 
orphan boy. It tells of their travelling with a wagon-team out to 
the wilds, and final happiness and success. 
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BRUCE 


CHARLES 

I/- net 

A NIGHT IN A SNOWSTORM. A collection of very fine 
stories for boys, they are exciting, Interesting and well written. 


MAUDE M. BUTLER 

I/- net 

MIDNIGHT PLUCK. Two young boys have a very mischievous 
turn of mind. They go too far one day, however, and decide upon 
their own punishment. It requires more pluck than they Imagined, 
but all ends well. 


A . L . HAYDON 

2/- net 

UP-SCHOOL AT MONKSHALL. Fred Fulton Is sent to a 
fine public school by a “friend " of his father's on condition that 
he does exactly what he is told to do. Later he finds he must choose 
between betraying his father or his chum. 


ROBERT OVERTON 

2/- net 

A SON OF THE SCHOOL. A splendid yarn which will thrill 
all boys. There are fine accounts of cricket and football matches 
and more than a spice of adventure. 

LOUIS ROUSSELET 

2/- net 

THE SERPENT CHARMER. A splendid story of India. An 
Indian prince treats a white man and his children very cruelly, but 
there Is an old snake charmer who helps them, after many adventures, 
to escape. 

There Is also a I/- net edition of this book. 
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CHAPPELL 


JENNIE 

I/- net 

A GOAT-BOY BARONET. An original story of a young boy, 
who though In reality a baronet, earns money for a time by driving 
a goat carriage In the seaside town where he and his sisters live. 

ROBERT RICHARDSON 

i/- net 

THE BOYS OF WILLOUGHBY SCHOOL. A story of 
camping-out experiences as well as school life. A little French 
master is ragged a good deal by the boys, but turns up trumps In 
the end. 

RICHARD ROWE 

I/- net 

THE GOLD DIGGERS. A young man leaves England and 11 tries 
his luck " In Australia. After hard times he returns to England 
and his people. 

L . E . TIDDEMAN 

1/- net 

THE ADVENTURES OF JACK CHARRINGTON. The little 
son of a soldier dances In the streets of Boulogne because he believes 
his father Is beggared. He makes friends with a delightful little 
lame girl. 


F. E * WEATHERLY 

I/- net 

THE HEAD BOY OF WILTON SCHOOL. The son of a 
sailor has a bad time. He Is wrongfully accused of cheating, and 
his innocence Is not proved until his miseries have led him to run 
away. 

I/- net 

REPORTED MISSING. A boy leaving school very suddenly, 
does his best to support his widowed mother and sister, and to 
clear his father's good name. He succeeds very ably, as the story telli. 

HARVEY SINCLAIR. Harvey Sinclair Is as successful In business 
as he was at school, and Is the means of bringing a wrong-doer to 
justice. 
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GIRL/’ BCCLf 

LOUISA M. ALCOTT 

2/6 net 

LITTLE WOMEN. The greatest story for girls ever written, It 
concerns four sisters whose amusing scrapes and experiences are 
vividly described. 

LITTLE WOMEN WEDDED. This Is a continuation of the 
lives of " Little Women," though soon we see " Little Women ” 
changed Into “ Good Wives." This part of their lives is very vividly 
and pleasantly written. 

LITTLE MEN. Jo, with her husband, sets up a school for poor 
boys, who get Into the most glorious scrapes and make the book 
very amusing. 

JO'S BOYS. This delightful book shows the " Little Men M 
when they grow up. Thanks to Mr. and Mrs. Bhaer they are success¬ 
ful and happy. It Is a very entertaining tale. 

UNDER THE LILACS. Ben and his dog run away from a circus 
and live with Bob and Betty. Ben Is very adventurous, and his 
scrapes are related with all Miss Alcott's humour and sympathy. 

EIGHT COUSINS. A little girl, Bose, goes to live with her aunts 
and seven boy cousins. Her guardian, Uncle Max, Is a breezy sea 
captain, and they have some ripping times together. 

ROSE IN BLOOM. The further story of Rose. The charming 
bud of a girl blooms out Into a beautiful and lovable maiden. A 
very charming tale. 

JACK AND JILL. A vivid portrayal of the home and school 
life of Jack and Jill, and their friends In a New England village. 
Jack and Jill have a gloriously happy time doing all manner of 
interesting things. 

AN OLD-FASHIONED GIRL. A delightful study of a healthy 
country girl, who goes to stay with rich friends. Everybody learns 
to love her for her charm and unselfishness, and she proves to be 
a very helpful person. 

AUNT JO’S SCRAP-BAG AND SHAWL-STRAPS. The 
Scrap-Bog contains a number of pretty stories, and Shawl-Strops 
Is a delightful account of the run through Europe of a party of 
charming American girls, 

SILVER PITCHERS. Eight stories In Miss Alcott’s best vein \ 
jolly girls and equally Jolly boys, full of life and spirits and delightful 
to spend an evening with. 
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LOUISA M • ALCOTT 

There are also 2/- net editions of : 

LITTLE WOMEN 

LITTLE WOMEN WEDDED 

I/- net 

LULU’S LIBRARY. A collection of delightful fairy stories told 
In Miss Alcott's charming way, 

AUNT JO’S SCRAP-BAG. As the title suggests, the book Is 
full of the most delightful scraps, told In Aunt Jo's lovable style. 

AN ILLUSTRATED FILM EDITION OF “ LITTLE MEN” 

R. D. BLACKMORE 

2/6 net 

LORNA DOONE. The famous story of stirring deeds on Exmoor 
In the time of the Doones, with huge John Ridd as hero. 

There Is also a I/- net edition of this book. 

MARY LOUISE PARKER 

2/6 net 

JUDY ARRIVES! And Judy certainly did arrive. She was an 
unusual girl, but a good sport* who entered eagerly into school 
life, and soon made many fast friends. 

CAPTAIN, PRO. TEM. This story Is the racy account of the 
“Temporary Captain’s " efforts to straighten things out at Kentnor 
Manor School where slacking was the order of the day. 

A JOLLY TRIO. Jean and Jane were close chums, so they were 
rather dubious when they heard that the daughter of a friend of 
Jane's mother was coming to the same school. But they need not 
have worried, for Joy was charming and full of life, and soon there 
were three fast friends Instead of two, who had glorious times 
together, and were mixed up In a mystery that fairly thrilled them. 

MADCAP JILL AT SCHOOL. When Jill went to Northdean 
Manor School the old place was certainly woken up. All sorts of 
adventures, scrapes and thrilling matches. 

ONE THRILLING TERM. Dean Court was terribly slack, but 
Judith Holmes changes things with a vengeance 1 A story that 
all girls will enjoy. 
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MARY LOUISE PARKER 

2/6 net 

THE QUEER NEW GIRL A ripping story of sport and life 
at a girls’ school. The scrapes and adventures which the girls fall 
Into make a very good story. 

2/- net 

THE MYSTERY OF THE NEW GIRL This Is a “different” 
school story, and Its readers will be kept guessing until the end 
before they find out the mysterious new girl's secret. 

“MISS SPITFIRE” AT SCHOOL The story of her life at 
Rolsham Manor School and how she overcomes her unpopularity 
will appeal to all girls. This book Is packed with excitement, fun 
and sport. 

GOOD CHUMS ALL A ripping story of girls at school, with 
plenty of sport, fun and adventures. 

PAT OF THE FIFTH. A fine story of schoolgirl life. Pat and 
her friends manage to fall Into every conceivable kind of scrape 
and adventure. 

MOLLIE OF ST. MILDRED’S. Mollfe and Chris became great chums 
and were very successful on the sports field. A great story for girls. 
THE GIRLS OF ST. HILDA’S. The new captain finds her |ob 
very difficult, but in the end, with great pluck she wins through. 
1/6 net 

DIANA AND PAM—CHUMS. Diana Templeton found Pam 

Weybrldgc |ust the chum she had been hoping to find. They were 
a gay-hearted pair of Inseparables, and girls will much enjoy reading 
about their doings. 

EILEEN MARSH 

2/6 net 

AIR GIRLS AT SCHOOL. The up-to-date Headmistress of 
Coniston College decides that the older girls ought to learn to fly. 
She engages an expert woman pilot as Air Mistress, and the bright 
young things of the Fifth take to the new art and the new mistress 
equally quickly. 

WINGS AT MIDNIGHT. Joy longs In secret to learn to 
fly, then her father gets a legacy and buys her a plane. They spend 
a holiday with her scientist uncle, and soon Joy is involved in thrilling 
battles with a spy who has stolen her uncle's plans. 

TWO GIRLS ON THE AIR TRAIL. Pam and Betty are the 
proud owners of a high-speed amphibian aeroplane, and when their 
Inventor father is kidnapped by spies they have some adventures 
that are simply one thrill after another. 
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MARSH 


EILEEN 

2/6 net 

PEGGY i PARACHUTIST. Peggy Is an expert parachutist and 

goes with her father, a famous airman, on a record flight to India. 

She has adventures that will thrill every girl who reads them. 

NANCY DELVES 

2/6 net 

THRILLS FOR THE LOWER FIFTH, There Is a feud In the 
Lower Vth between Kitty Meredith and Gwenlllan Thomas, and 
It Is played out In practical Jokes and rags 1 And Kitty got mixed 
up In a mystery that gave her the thrill of her life 

TROUBLE IN THE FOURTH. Lawley College was the scene 
of some thrilling scrapes when Benny Watts and her cousin, Elizabeth, 
struggled for the leadership of IVa. 

2/- net 

THE REBEL OF THE FIFTH. To be a boarder at one of the 
jolliest girls’ schools In England and then to find yourself a day-girl 
was enough to make an angel rebel and Phitlipa was no angel I 

FIFTH FORM RIVALS. The fifth form at Otters Pool College 
Is the scene of a thrilling rivalry for the leadership of the school 
between Penelope Holland and Doria Smith. 

THE FOURTH FORM. Mona Rhodes begins her life at school 
by hating and quarrelling with her popular cousin, Allison, but 
Nonle Shields, the merry madcap of the Fourth Form, becomes 
her Inseparable chum. 

1/6 net 

WELL PLAYED SCOTTS. A fine story dealing with the struggle 
Micky Quellan and Audrey Harvard had to pull Scotts back to its 
old position of Cock House of Beverley College. 

IRENE MOSSOP 

2/6 net 

PLAY UP ! PINE HOUSE. Several slackers were In the new 
Pine House at "Joey’s," but Dawn Kemls alters their Ideas very 
much. The book Is full of sport and adventures—In and out of 
school. 

2/- net 

FEUD IN THE FIFTH. Tower House School had had some 
exciting terms, but the year that Myra May banks first made he? 
appearance beet them ell 1 
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M O S S O P 


IRENE 

2/- net 

A REBEL AT ROWANS. Veronica Grayson—Ronnie, for short 
—took a dislike to the Rowans at first sight She made herself 
thoroughly unpopular with the girls and mistresses by her defiance, 

SYLVIA SWAYS THE SCHOOL, Pauline, the leader of the 
old girls, decides that the new girls must be made to obey the 
tradition of “ Jo’s ” and kept In a secondary position in the school. 
But she did not know Sylvia Dare! 

PRUNELLA PLAYS THE GAME. Prunella was no ordinary 
new girl, and she caused some very startling shocks, but she played 
the game and all voted her a “ good sport ” 

NICKY, NEW GIRL. Diamond Kenley was jealous of her sister 
Nicky. The story describes the rivalry between them and Is chock 
full of excitement and sport. 

1/6 net 

WELL PLAYED, JULIANA I Juliana thoroughly enjoyed her 
first term at school—her chief friend was a scholarship girl. In the 
end an exciting secret was discovered that brought them much 
happiness. 

CHRIS IN COMMAND. Two sisters, Keith and Rosalie Renford, 
are forced, owing to lack of money, to leave an expensive school 
and to go to a day school. There is plenty of sport and excitement 
In this fine story of life at a girls’ school. 

WINIFRED NORLING 

2/6 net 

LEADER OF THE REBELS. Carol and Jeryl cause Monica Merton, 
head girl of St. Monica's, a lot of trouble by their naughtiness, and 
when Jeryl Is Involved in a mystery this story becomes one that all 
girls will enjoy to the end. 

THE WORST FIFTH ON RECORD. The new junior mistress 
at St. Cecilia’s had a very hard time, for her young sister Philippa 
was a pupil and In a very bad set, but she wins through In the end. 
A really original school story that is very enjoyable. 

MONICA OF ST. MONICA’S. St. Monica’s School used to 
be one of the best In the South of England, but It had fallen upon 
evil days. Monica soon Inspired the old school with a new spirit. 

AN IMPERFECT PREFECT. Monica, a very mischievous girl. 
Is made a prefect. Her failures are redeemed by her good deeds 
and love of the school A well-written schocl-girl story, packed 
with adventures. 
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MARGARET LAYCOCK 

2/6 net 

FIFTH FORM CRISIS. The story of a critical term at the Old- 
chcster High School, and more especially of Lower V and three 
unusual new girls. 

ANN'S DIFFICULT TERM. When Wandham Hill was amal¬ 
gamated with Wandham High School, Ann, who would have been 
captain at "The Hill," decided to take no part In games or school 
life at "The High.” A very good school tale with plenty of sport. 

FORM IV DOES ITS BIT. Is one of the jolllest girls 1 stories 
ever written. Games, work, and all the round of school life are 
presented as they really are. The girls are one of the sportiest sets 
you could Imagine. 


MAUD MORIN 

2/6 net 

THAT RED-HAIRED GIRL IN THORN'S. Pretty Brenda Maddick 
and " Peggy Red-head " are both new girls in Thorn House at St. 
Agatha's. A mystery hovers over Brenda, but Peggy stands by her 
till the delightful end. 

TO THE FRAY—ST. AGATHA'S I A ripping yarn of school 
life. Great descriptions of sport and games, and many adventures. 

ROWLAND WALKER 

2/6 net 

THE GIRLS OF SMOKY HILL RANCH. Three girls, great 
chums, live on a ranch. They have great fun and terrifically thrilling 
adventures. 

MARJORIE BEVAN 

1/6 net 

THE, ( PRIORY LEAGUE. The old school Is In danger of being 
sold because there Is no money for repairs. There Is an old legend 
that there Is some hidden treasure. Several of the girls determine 
to find It. 

FIVE OF THE FOURTH, A very merry little quartette were 
determined that no one should share their companionship. But 

& Peggy Lawson, a shy new girl, intrudes, with the result that they 
have more fun and adventures than ever. 

[ 26 J 


B 


OWSLEY 


SIBYL 

2/- net 

DULC1E CAPTAINS THE SCHOOL. A girl who was not 
at all happy when she was made captain, but she set her teeth and 
came through with flying colours. 

A . E. SEYMOUR 

2/- net 

A SCHOOLGIRL’S SECRET. She had promised not to reveal 
a secret, and had to endure a good deal. But she had some good 
staunch friends who stuck to her through thick and thin. 

HARRIET BEECHER STOWE 

2/- net 

UNCLE TOM’S CABIN, The moving story about the slaves 
in America, It is a tale that cannot be forgotten. 

MABEL L. TYRRELL 

1/6 net 

THE FORTUNES OF THE BRAITHWAITS. A folly family 
take great Interest (n their new neighbours and get a large number 
of thrills. 

VICTORIA’S FIRST TERM. Victoria begins her school life all 
wrong, and makes enemies of nearly all the girls. But she ends 
by being called 11 a real sport.” 

MAY WYNNE 

1/6 net 

CAROL OF HOLLYDENE SCHOOL. A delightful school 
story, full of pranks and games and high spirits. There Is also a 
mystery which sets tongues wagging against Carol, but all ends well. 

BERTHA LEONARD 

2/- net 

THE HOUSE OF DOUG. The adventures of a lively, rollicking 
family who Inherit a lovely old mansion—complete with a ghost I 

MRS. HERBERT MARTIN 

1/6 net 

THE LONELIEST GIRL IN THE SCHOOL. The story of 
the Princess Ottilia, who comes from abroad to live at an English 
school. Shy and reserved by nature she soon becomes M the loneliest 
girl In the school.” 
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MARCHANT 


BESSIE 

1/6 net 

CICELY FROME. A captain's daughter finds that her father Is 
missing, she goes to Ceylon and after many thrilling adventures the 
mystery Is cleared up. 

ENID LEIGH HUNT 

1/6 net 

HAZEL HURST. The story of a Jolly, good-natured family who 
have all kinds of adventures and fun. A book to delight all girls. 

THE ADVENT OF ARTHUR, Joyce Dayrell and her brother, 
Jocelyn, live with relations who are unsympathetic. They decide 
to go away and fend for themselves, but life Is often hard and 
dreary—until M Arthur " comes. 

M D E WITT 

1/6 net 

AN ONLY SISTER, The four children of a French gentleman, 
on his death had a desperate struggle to live. But fortune smiled 
on them at last. 

JENNIE CHAPPELL 

2/- net 

AILSA'S CHUM. Life proceeds happily and evenly In the 
Brereton household until a strange baby is thrust upon the family. 
Soon after, complications begin, and a fine story Is unravelled. 

1/6 net 

GLADWYN. Gladwyn, heiress to a worthless estate, goes to London 
and finds success and happiness. A very Interesting tale for girls. 

LUCIE E . JACKSON 

I/- net 

THE BADGE OF THE SCARLET POPPY. Five happy, but 
motherless children form a League of Right against Wrong. They 
champion the cause of a poor widow, and make a success of tho 
League, too. 

TOMBOY DAISY. Daisy was a harum-scarum, but though she 
gets Into any amount of scrapes, she Is a very good sort. 

THE THORNES OF THURSTON, A fine story that all girls 
will enjoy, the eldest of an unruly family has to restore order In 
the home, and eventually she succeeds. 
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T 


WHITNEY 


A . 


D . 


1/6 net 


A HEART OF GOLD. Home life In a New England country 
place ; quiet, Puritan folk, living out their lives In traditional manner. 
The main characters are two girls, one a pessimist and the other 
an optimist. 

OTHER GIRLS. Sylvie Argenter made the discovery that girls 
belonging to other circles, had hearts, too. When adversity came 
to herself, she faced It bravely, and In the end had her reward. 

WE GIRLS. A cheery crowd of girls who found plenty of fun In life, 
and were happier still when a paper turned up which ensured that 
they need not leave their home. 


EDITH 

l/- net 


A W S B Y 


RUTH SEYTON. A book for older children. Ruth’s delicacy 

K revents her from helping her struggling family materially, but 
er sweet ways help and comfort all who know her. 

THREE SCHOOL FRIENDS. Three girls of very different 
character and circumstances become friends at school, and after¬ 
wards enjoy a jolly Christmas holiday. 


HARRIET BOULTWOOD 


I/- net 


HERO'S STORY, A ripping tale of a very brave and clever dog 
and his schoolboy master. 


CHARLES BRUCE 

I/- net 


TWYFORD HALL. A very well written story of the slums, giving 
a good picture of poor children without being too sordid. Little 
Rosa and her grandfather are terribly poor, but all ends happily 
for Rosa. 


MAUDE M. BUTLER 

I/- net 


BOB'S HEROINE. A pleasing story of a little Invalid girl whom 
everyone loves. She Is very kind to two ragged, unhappy children. 
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T I D D E M A N 


L . E . 

I /- net 

THE PRIZE ESSAY. A fine tale for children. Tom and Patience 
manage to pack a terrific amount of fun and Incident Into their 
young lives. 

E , M. WATERWORTH 

AND JENNIE CHAPPELL 

I/- net 

LITTLE LADY PRIM. A very molly-coddled little girl has some 
very surprising adventures, and changes her Ideas altogether I 


fAICy 

I/- net 

HANS ANDERSEN 

HANS ANDERSEN'S FAIRY TALES, The Immortal tales of 
the famous Danish writer, of which children will never tire. 

GEORGE BRYAN 

NOWHERE AND ELSEWHERE. A gorgeously amusing book 
for children. The adventures of the little boy who shoots off to 
Nowhere will fascinate them. 

THE IMP IN THE PICKLE JAR. One of the few modern 
stories which have caught the charm of the real fairy spirit. It Is 
truly Imaginative and attractively told. 

LEWIS CARROLL 

ALICE IN WONDERLAND. The best book ever written for 
children, and once read never forgotten The characters live vividly 
In every child's mind. 

J. AND W. GRIMM 

FAIRY TALES. A good and cheap edition of these almost un¬ 
rivalled fairy tales, such as every child loves. Their old world charm 
and vivid fancy appeal to young people of all ages. 
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ALICE F. JACKSON 

FAIRY TALES AND TRUE. A collection of short and delightful 
stories, which will appeal to all small children. 


TWILIGHT STORIES FROM THE NORTH. A book of 
charming fairy tales as told by the peasants among the mountains 
of Norwav. 

ASHIE-PATTLE. Merry, good-tempered and quick-witted, the 
luck of the fairies was always with Ashle-Pattle. 

CANDLETIME TALES. This Is a collection of delightful fairy 
tales gathered from Norway and Ceylon ; they are unusual and 
very charmingly told. 

BOYS* OWN BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Here are boys’own 
special heroes, such as Jack and the Beanstalk, and Aladdin and 
his wonderful lamp. 

GIRLS’ OWN BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Every child loves 
the story of Cinderella and little Tom Thumb, and Is never tired 
of hearing how Jack built his house, and Mother Hubbard treated 
her dog. 


• ROMANCE * 
SERBEX 

This famous series contains titles on every subject that Is Interesting 
to boys and girls, and each book Is written by an expert on his subject 
The distinguishing feature of the series Is the lavish use of Illustrations ; 
nearly every volume has 100 half-tone plates and many have colour 
plates In addition. 

3/6 net 

Flying 

G. GIBBARD JACKSON 

THE WORLD’S AEROPLANES AND AIRSHIPS. The author 
has endeavoured to give some of the remarkable achievements of 
the airmen of the world, with particulars of the machines upon 
which those achievements were made. 
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CHARLES DIXON 

PARACHUTING. The book makes exciting reading. This book 
will be of Interest for the record It gives of remarkable accidents. 
More thrilling than any film, 

THE CONQUEST OF THE ATLANTIC BY AIR. The con¬ 
quest of the North Atlantic by air In the past ten years has been 
one of the most exciting periods In the history of flying. 

HARRY HARPER 

THE ROMANCE OF A MODERN AIRWAY. The story of 
London’s great airport—Croydon Aerodrome, a wonderful book 
for air-minded boys. 

CHRISTOPHER SPRIGG 

THE AIRSHIP. An extremely comprehensive work on the lighter- 
than-air craft, its development as well as present day types. 

MAJOR C. C. TURNER 

THE OLD FLYING DAYS. Spontaneously written, this Is a 
book that every boy will treasure, and read over and over again. 

Engineering: 

W. H. BOULTO N 

THE PAGEANT OF TRANSPORT THROUGH THE AGES, 
The author has succeeded In giving us a book of absorbing general 
Interest. 

G. GIBBARD JACKSON 

BRITISH LOCOMOTIVES. There are few boys who can resist 
the appeal of machinery In mass as represented by the railway 
engine. A wealth of Information regarding " Iron monsters." 

TRIUMPHS AND WONDERS OF MODERN ENGINEERING, 

Every phase of modern engineering Is shown ; It Is a book that 
boys will revel In. 

BRITISH RAILWAYS, The history of our railways makes a fine 
tale of grit and determination to overcome almost Insurmountable 
difficulties. 

FROM POST BOY TO AIR MAIL. The story of the Post 
Office Is not well-known, but It Is extremely Interesting and well 
worth reading. 


[ 32 ] 


PAUL LEWIS 

THE ROMANCE OF WATER POWER. It Is the aim of 
this book to tell of Water Power In plain terms and simple pictures, 
without distressing the lay reader with scientific or technical matter. 

W. J. PASSINGHAM 

ROMANCE OF LONDON’S UNDERGROUND. Besides the 
Intensely absorbing chapters devoted to the history of this gigantic 
enterprise, there is a dear description of the underground to-day. 

WILFRID L. RANDELL 

THE ROMANCE OF ELECTRICITY. Electricity Is one of the 
greatest powers in modern life, and the author sees the great 
fascination of the 44 story " behind power stations and transmission 
lines. 


Ships and the Sea 

FRANK C. BOWEN 

SHIPS WE SEE. A book of unfailing Interest In which are shown 
every type of ship and Its work. Every boy will delight In this book. 

A CENTURY OF ATLANTIC TRAVEL. A fascinating history 
of one of the most Interesting shipping routes In the world. 

F. REID CORSON 

THE ATLANTIC FERRY IN THE TWENTIETH CENTURY. 

The romance of the giant ships which sail across the Atlantic Ocean, 
an Ideal book for the ship-lover, 

CAPTAIN E. G. DIGGLE, R.D., R.N.R. 

THE ROMANCE OF A MODERN LINER. A wonderfully 
fine book which tells of the life of a great liner from the time It 
Is planned till It goes to sea. 

G. GIBBARD JACKSON 

THE BOOK OF THE SHIP. The author deals with the dippers 
and the great days of sail ; the coming of steam, and the develop¬ 
ment of warships and merchant ships, great and small. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE SUBMARINE. It is a picturesquely 
written and keenly Interesting account of the history of the 
submarine. 
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CHARLES E. LEE 

THE BLUE RIBAND. In this volume Is a readable narrative 
covering the events, personalities and vessels which make up a 
century’s history of the great shipping route. 

CAPTAIN W. R. WHALL 

THE ROMANCE OF NAVIGATION. Rear-Admiral Evans In 
his foreword says :—“ ‘ The Romance of Navigation ’ is of absorbing 
Interest from cover to cover, besides promising to be a standard 
work.” 

REAR-ADMIRAL SIRS. EARDLEY-WILMOT 

OUR NAVY FOR 1,000 YEARS. The stirring story of the 
British Navy, an epic of courage and adventure that makes a fine 
book for all boys. 

Hobbies 

HAROLD ARM! T A G E 

300 THINGS A BRIGHT BOY CAN DO. All boys will find 
a great deal to capture their Interest In these almost innumerable 
games and hobbles. 

MABEL KITTY GIBBARD 

HOBBIES FOR GIRLS. To the girl In search of M something 
to do ” are explained a large number of original and fascinating 
hobbies. 

PASTIMES, HOBBIES AND SPORTS FOR GIRLS. Many 
excellent games, sports and hobbles are included In this book. 

G. GIBBARD JACKSON 

PASTIMES, HOBBIES AND SPORTS FOR BOYS. This 
book is for the boy who Is keen on outdoor games and Is very 
helpful and useful. 

HOBBIES FOR BOYS. The thirty-seven chapters In this book 
cover a tremendous amount of ground, and the boy who cannot 
find something worth while In these pages will be a rarity. 

JEAN STEWART 

301 THINGS A BRIGHT GIRL CAN DO. An extraordinarily 
good book. No girl can fall to find something In It to take her 
Interest. 
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Science 

GERALD BEAVIS 

THE BOOK OF THE MICROSCOPE. A fine book which 
opens a vast field to the enthusiast and gives a great deal of useful 
help to the beginner. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE HEAVENS. In this volume an 
attempt has been made to deal with the romantic side, to explain 
tome of the mysteries and to foster an Interest In the celestial bodies. 

FREDERICK J. PRESCOTT, M.Sc. 

MODERN CHEMISTRY. In this book the reader who wishes to 
know something of the more Interesting and Important discoveries 
and applications of modern chemistry is taken behind the scenes 
and shown how they were made. 

Animals 

F. MARTIN DUNCAN, F.R.M.S., F.Z.S. 

CLOSE-UPS FROM NATURE. Mr. Martin Duncan, F.Z.S., the 
well-known naturalist, gives many remarkable Intimate pictures of 
animal, marine and Insect life. 

H. J. SHEPSTONE 

WILD BEASTS TO-DAY. This Is a natural history work of 
unusual type, for It describes animals In captivity, wild animal 
farms, and reservations. 

GERTRUDE GLEESON 

THE ZOOLOGICAL GARDENS. The " Zoo ” holds a fasdna- 
tlon for nearly everyone. This book gives graphic descriptions of 
Its Inhabitants and their lives. 

OtSfiet' IjSshmSs 

H. AND L. COURT 

THE ROMANCE OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. In this book 
the authors have set out to tell people In an attractive manner more 
about the wonderful Empire. 
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G. GIBBARD JACKSON 

THE ROMANCE OF EXPLORATION. There can be few 

more romantic subjects than exploration, and In this volume the 

author tells the story of the great explorers and the miracles of 

discovery* 

Tlic Ancient World 

W. H. BOULTON 

THE ROMANCE OF ARCHEOLOGY. During the past 
hundred years a New World has been discovered, or rather, an 
Old World has been resurrected from the dust of ages. The whole 
romance Is told here. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE BRITISH MUSEUM. The British 
Museum Is one of the greatest treasure houses In the World. An 
enchanting book. 

CHARLES R. BEARD 

THE ROMANCE OF TREASURE TROVE. A book on the 
ever popular subject of buried treasure, and the strange rites 
connected with it In ancient times. 

MARGARET A. MURRAY, F.S.A. 

EGYPTIAN TEMPLES. A fairly detailed, yet easily understood, 
account of some of the temples of Egypt written by a well-known 
Egyptologist. 

H. J. PEAKE, M . A . 

EARLY STEPS IN HUMAN PROGRESS. This weil-lllustrated 
book traces primitive man’s attempts to make life easier down tp 
the Bronze and Iron ages. 

ALAN W. SHORTER 

EVERYDAY LIFE IN ANCIENT EGYPT. A popular and vivid 
account of Egyptian life in the times of the Pharaohs. You really 
live In those times while reading the book. 

F. A. WRIGHT, M . A . 

THE ROMANCE OF LIFE IN THE ANCIENT WORLD. 

44 An attractive up-to-date survey of ancient history ... a book 
which Is full of passages so Illuminating must not be passed over . . . 
most stimulating."—"Times Literary Supplement." 
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London 

ALAN IVIMEY 

THE ROMANCE OF LONDON. Written fn a pleasant vein 
this book opens a large field of interest to those who are attracted 
by the great capital. 

A HISTORY OF LONDON. " This beautifully Illustrated, well- 
written and well-documented book Is a notable addition to the 
history of the Metropolis.'— 41 City Prose.” 

A . G . L I N N E Y 

PEEPSHOW OF THE PORT OF LONDON. An absorbing 
book on a subject v/hich everybody finds Interesting. It Is very 
well Illustrated. 

LURE AND LORE OF LONDON’S RIVER. The author has 
given us an Intimate and vivid study of old Father Thames, which, 
with the splendid Illustrations, makes a book that will be interesting 
to all. 


General 

SAMUEL McKECHNIE 

POPULAR ENTERTAINMENTS THROUGH THE AGES. 

A thoroughly Interesting book on a subject that Is sure to capture 
everyone’s Imagination. 

THE ROMANCE OF THE CIVIL SERVICE. Whitehall Is full 
of romance, and this book cannot fall to Interest boys and girls. 
Foreword by Viscount Snowden. 

F. J . MACLEAN 

THE HUMAN SIDE OF INSURANCE. The fascinating story 
of the progress of Insurance from Its Infancy to the present day. 
and the strange human dramas that It causes. 


o 
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London 

COL. R. J. BLACKHAM, D.S.O. 

LONDON’S LIVERY COMPANIES. The City Companies of 
London are the most remarkable relics of the Middle Ages which 
survive to-day. 

THE STORY OF THE TEMPLE, GRAY’S AND LINCOLN’S 
INN, This book Is more than a mere description of the Courts 
for It gives a picture of the men who live In them. 


General 

STANLEY PHILLIPS 

STAMP COLLECTING. The author of this new book, who has 
had thirty years' experience as collector, dealer and lecturer, here 
gives us the story of the postage-stamp and the romance of the 
hobby of which It Is the object. 

CAPTAIN S. A. GARNHAM AND 

ROBERT L. HADFIELD 

SUBMARINE CABLES. In Submarine Cables the whole story of 
the Intensely Interesting and dramatic work of cable laying and 
repairing Is told. 


A. GOWANS WHYTE AND 
ROBERT L. HADFIELD 

DEEP-SEA SALVAGE. Here are told stories of titanic struggles 
to raise sunken vessels and lost submarines and to wrest sunken 
gold from the sea. A thrilling book on a thrilling subject. 
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CUDECT LIBCACy 

1 /- net 

BY MARY TOURTEL 

PICTURES AND VERSES ON EVERY PAGE 


LIST OF TITLES 

1. RUPERT AND THE ENCHANTED PRINCESS 

2. RUPERT AND THE BLACK DWARF 

3. RUPERT AND HIS PET MONKEY 

4. RUPERT AND HIS FRIEND MARGOT 

5. RUPERT IN THE WOOD OF MYSTERY 

6. FURTHER ADVENTURES OF RUPERT AND HIS PET MONKEY 

7. RUPERT AND THE THREE ROBBERS 

B. RUPERT. THE KNIGHT AND THE LADY 

9. RUPERT AND THE CIRCUS CLOWN 

10. RUPERT AND THE MAGIC HAT 

11. RUPERT AND THE LITTLE PRINCE 

12. RUPERT AND KING PIPPIN 

13. RUPERT AND THE WILFUL PRINCESS 

H. RUPERT'S MYSTERIOUS FLIGHT 

15. RUPERT IN TROUBLE AGAIN 

16. RUPERT AND THE WOODEN SOLDIER 

17. RUPERT AND THE OLD MAN OF THE SEA 

18. RUPERT AT HAWTHORN FARM 

19. RUPERT AND THE MAGIC WHISTLE 

20. RUPERT GETS STOLEN 

21. RUPERT AND THE WONDERFUL BOOTS 

22. RUPERT AND THE CHRISTMAS TREE FAIRIES 

23. RUPERT AND HIS PET MONKEY AGAIN 

24. RUPERT AND THE ROBBER WOLF 

25. RUPERT-S LATEST ADVENTURE 

26. RUPERT AND PRINCE HUMPTY DUMPTY 

27. RUPERT’S HOLIDAY ADVENTURE 

28. RUPERT’S CHRISTMAS TREE 

29. RUPERT. THE WITCH AND TABITHA 

30. RUPERT GOES HIKING 

31. RUPERT AND WILLY WISPE 

32. RUPERT. MARGOT AND THE BANDITS 

33. RUPERT AND THE MAGIC TOY MAN 

34. RUPERT AND BILL KEEP SHOP 

35. RUPERT AND ALGERNON 

36. RUPERT AND BEPPO AGAIN 

37. RUPERT AND DAPPLE 

38. RUPERT AND BILL’S AEROPLANE ADVENTURE 

39. RUPERT AND THE MAGICIAN’S UMBRELLA 

40. RUPERT AND BILL AND THE PIRATES 

41. RUPERT AT THE SEASIDE 

42. RUPERT GETS CAPTURED 

43. RUPERT. THE MANIKIN AND THE BLACK KNIGHT 

44. RUPERT AND THE GREEDY PRINCESS 

45. RUPERT AND BILL'S SEASIDE HOLIDAY 


[ 39 ] 








‘SPLENDID* 

SERIES 

S/G oaei 

A popular series of books especially written or the mechanlcall>- 
mlnded boy and girl, which gives them just what they want—non¬ 
technical books about modern engineering achievements. 


W . H. BOULTON 

THE SPLENDID BOOK OF RAILWAYS 

THE SPLENDID BOOK OF EMPIRE RAILWAYS 

MABEL KITTY GIBBARD 

THE SPLENDID BOOK OF GIRLS’ INDOOR GAMES AND 
PASTIMES 

G . GIBBARD JACKSON 

THE SPLENDID BOOK OF ACHIEVEMENTS 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF INVENTIONS 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF THE ARMY AND AIR FORCE 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF ANIMALS 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF THE NAVY 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF MOTORS 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF STEAMSHIPS 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF LOCOMOTIVES 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF AEROPLANES 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF ENGINEERING 
THE SPLENDID BOOK OF BOYS* INDOOR GAMES AND 
PASTIMES 

STANLEY PHILLIPS 

THE SPLENDID BOOK OF STAMPS 

THE BEGINNER’S BOOK OF STAMP COLLECTING 

SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON & CO., LTD. 
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